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Dramatis 


"4 


Duke. 


of his Dukedom. | 
Amiens, g Lords attending upon the Duke in 
Jaques, his Banighment. 
Le Beu, a Courtier attending on Frederick. 
Oliver, eldeft Son to Sir Rowland de Boys, 
avho had formerly been a Servant to the 
Duke. 


yo, [ve ounger Brothers to Oliver. 
W 


Roſalind, Daughter to the Duke. 
Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 


MM  E 


Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Uſurter 


Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de 


Perſonæ. 


N. 


Boys, now following the Fortunts of 
Orlando. 

Dennis, Servant to Oliver. | 

Charles, a Wreſtler, and Servant to the 
uſurping Duke, Frederick. 

Touchſtone, a Clown attending on Celia 
and Roſalind. 

Corin, 

Silvius, Shepberd's. 

A Clown, in love with Audrey. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Country Curate. 


Audrey, a Country Wench, 
Lordi belonging to the two Dukes, with Pages, Foreſters, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lies firft near Oliver's Houſe, and afterwards partly in the Duke's 
1 Court, and partly in the Foreft of Arden. | 
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Orivnta's Hoſe. 
Eater Crlando ans Adam. 


Ori. S I remember, Adam, it was upon this 

faſhion bequeath'd me by will, but a poor 
thouſand crowne ; and, =s thou ſay'ft, charged my 
brother on his bleſfing to breed me well; and there 
begins my ſadneſs. My brother Jaques he keeps at 
ſchool, and report ſpeaks goldenly of his profit : for 
my part, he keeps me ruftically at home, or (to 
ſpeak more properly) flays me here at heme un- 
kept; for call yon that keeping for « gentlemaa of 
my birth, that differs not from the ſtalling of an ox? 
his hories are bred better ; for beſides that they 
are fair with their feading, they are taught their 
manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but 1, 


LIKE FY 


you ; albeit, I eonfeſs your coming before me is 
nearer to his reverence. 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are tos 
young in this. 

0/4. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orla. I am no villain: I am the youngeft ſon of 
Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is 
thrice a villain that ſays ſuch a father begot vil- 
lnins. Wert thou not my brother, I would not 
take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pull'd out thy tongue for faying is; thou haſt rail's 
on thyſelf. 

Adam. Sweet maſters be patient; for your fa- 
ther's remembrance, - be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I ſay. 

Orla. I will not, till I pleaſe : you ſhall hear mes 


his brother, gain nothing under him but growth, 


My father charg' d you in his will to give me good 


for the which his zuimalt Ga bis Cunghills are as | education: you have train'd me up like a peaſants 
much b-1nd to him as 1. endes this nothing that| obſcuring and hiding frem me all gentleman-like 


he ſo p. :atiiully gives me, the ſomething that nature 
gave me his ceunteaance ſeerns to take from me. 
He lets me ferd with his kinds, bars me the place 
of « brother, and as much as in him lies, minds 
my gentility with my education. Thie is it, Adam, 


that grieves me; and the fpirit of my father, which 


qualities; the ſpirit of my father grows ſtrong in 
me, and I will no longer endure it: therefore, al- 
low me ſuch exerciſes as may become a gentleman, 
or give me the poor allottery my father left me by 
teſlam ent; with that I will go buy my fortunes. 
Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is 


] rhink is within me, begius to mutiny againft this | ſpent ? Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be 
ſervitude. I wil! no longer endure it, though yet troubled with yeu: you ſhall have ſome part of your 


I know ao wiſe remedy how to avoid it. 
Enter Olliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my maſter, your brother. 

Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how 
he will ſake me up- 

Oli. New, Sir, what make you here ? 

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any 
thing. 

Oli. What mar you then, Sir? 
Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made a poor unworthy brother of 
yours, with idleneſs. 


Oli. Marry, Sir, be better employ d, and be naught |. 


a while. 

Orla. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat buſks with 
2 ? What prodigal portion have I ſpent, that I 

ould come to ſuch penury ? 

O/i. Know you where you arr, Sir? 

Orla. O, Sir, very well; here, in your orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? 

Orla. Ay, better than he 1 am before knows me. 
I know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gen- 
tle condition of blood you ſhould fo know me: the 
courtely of nations allows you my better, in that 
you are the firſt-born ; but the ſame tradition takes 
not away my blood, were there twenty brothers be- 


{ 


will. TI pray you, leave me. 

Orla. I will no farther effend you than becomey 
me for my good. 

Gli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? Moſt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice. God be with my eld 
maker, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a ward. 

[Exeurt, Orlando and Adam. 

Ol. Is it even ſo? begin you to grow upon me? 
I will phyfick your rankneſs, and yet give no thou. 
ſand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis. 
Des. Calls your worſhip ? | 
Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's wreftler, here 
to ſpeak with me ? ; 

Des. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes acceſs to py | 

Oli, Call him in. "Twill be « good way; and to- 
morrow the wreſtling is. 

Enter Charles. 5 

Cha. Good-morrow to your worſhip. 

Oli. Good Monficur Charles, what's the new 
news at the new court? 

Cha. There's no news at the court, Sir, but the 
old news; that is, the old duke is baniſh'd by his 
younger brother the new duke; and three or four 


twirxt Wie I have as much of my father in me 33 


loving * have put chemſelves into voluntary &= 
| a - 


1 he 9p 5 


— 
e mA + 


„ ** 


0 ee e rn 


4 O u 
ile with him, whoſe lands and revenues enrich the 


new duke, therefore he gives them good leave to 
wander, 


| 


| 


II K+ © . 


Reſ. Dear Celia, I ſhow more mirth than I am 
miſtreſs of; and would you yet ] were merrier! 
; Unlels you could teach me to forget a banith'd fa- 


Ni. Can you tell, if Refalind, the duke's daugh-| ther, you mult not learn me how to temember any 


ter, be banith'd with her father; ? 


Cha. O, no: for the duke's daughter, her couſin, | 


ſo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred to- 


gether, that ſhe would have follow'd her exile, or 


have died to ſtay behind her. She is at 


the court, 


| 
i 
ö 


| 


and no leſs belov'd of her uncle than his own! 


daughter, and never two ladies loy'd as they do. 

Oli. Where w:!! the old duke live? 

Cha. They fay he is already in the foreſt of Ar- 
den, and a manv merry men with him; and there 
they live like the old Robin Hood of England : they 
ſay, many young gentlemen flock to him every day, 


1 


and fleet the time careleſsly, as they did in the 


golden world. 


—— 


Oli. What, you wreſtle to-morrow before the 


new Duke? | 

Cia. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint 
you with the matter. I am given, Sir, ſecretly to 
underſtand, that your younger brother, Orlando, 


and he that eſcapes me without ſome broken limb, 
mall acquit him well. Your brother is but young 


extraordinary pleaſure, 

Cel. Herein I ſee thou lov'ſt me not with the 
ful! weight I love thee. If my uncle, thy banithed 
father, had baniſhed thy uncle the Duke my *2ther, 
fo thou had been ſtill with me, I could have taught 
my loye to take thy father for mine; 
thou, if the truth of thy love to me were ſo righte- 
outly temper'd, as mine is to thee. 

Roſe. Weil, I will forget the condition of my 
eſtate, to rejoice in yours, 

Cel. You know my father hath no child but J, 
nor none is Hke to have, and truly when he Ges 
thou ſhalt be his heir; for what he hath taken 
away from thy father perforce, Iwill rende: 


again in affection; by mine honour I will, andwheg 


; I break that oath, let me turn monſter; therefore, 


my iweet Roſe, my dear Roſe, Le merry. 
R:j. From henceforth I will, cos, and deviſe 


' ſports: let me ſce, what think you of falling in love ? 
Hath a diſpoſition to come in diſzuiſe againſt me to 
try a fall; to-morrow, Sir, I wrettle for my credit, 


Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee do, to make {port withal; 
but love no man in good earneſt, nor no farther in 


| ſport neither, than with ſafety ot a pure bluth thou 


and tender, and fer vour love I would be loth to 
foil him, as I mv, for mine own honour, if he 
come in; therefore, out of my love to you, I came | 
Hither to acquaint vou withal, that either you! | 


might ftay him from his intendment, or brook ſuch 


diſgrace well as he thall run into; in that, it is a 


thing of his own ſearch, and altogether againſt my 
will. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to 285 
which thou ſhalt find I will moſt kindly requite. } 
had myſelf notice of my brother's purpoſe herein. 
and have, by under-hand means, labour'd to dif. 


ſuade him from it ; but he is reſolute, 


I tell ace, ' 


Charles, he is the ſtubborneſt voung fellow of 


France : full of ambition, an envious emula 
every man's good parts, a ſecret and villain 
triver againſt me, his natural brother: 
thy diſcreti. . I had as lief thou didſt break Et: 


neck as his finger. And thou wert beſt look to't ; 


CUS Con- 


tor of 
[1 


therefore uſe 


for if thou doft him any Night diſerace, or if he do 


not mightily grace himſelf on thee, he will prac- 
tiſe againſt thee by poiſon, entrap "thee 5751 
treacherous device; and never lee thee till he 
bath ta en thy life by e ind; üreck n nean: 
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living, 
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Julneſs 
but Nous |; 


I anatomize him to thee as he is, 1 muſt bluſh ard 


weep, and thou mutt lock pale and wonder. 


Cha. I am heartily glad 1 came hi ither to vou: if 


he come to-morrow, I Il give him his payment; if 
ever he go alone again, IH never wreflle for prize 
more; and io God keep your worthip, 

Oli. Farewel, good Cliiries. Now will I ſtir thi: 


[Exic. 


gameſter; 1 hope I hal! fer an end of him; for my 


ſoul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than 
he. Yet he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and vet learn- 


ed, full of noble device, of all forts enchantinr Ix 


and indeed 


belov's d; 


world, and e of my cen people who delt 


Know him, that I am altogether miſpriſed. Eut 


mav'ſt in honour come off again. 

Roſe Wuliat ill! ve the {part then? 

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houſewife for- 
tune from her wheel, that her Arts may henceſorth 
be beſtowed e 

Ro. 1 would we could do fo; for her beneaty 
are mightily miſplaced, and the beuntifal blind 
woman doth, moſt miſtake in her gifts to woinen. 


Cel, Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, the 
ſcatce makes honeſt; and thoſe that ſhe makes 


honen, ſne makes very i- favoured. 

Kl. Nav, now thou go'ft from fortune's office 
to nature's: fortune reigns in gifts of the woild, 
neaments of nature. 

Ernrer Ci: 
No; when nature hath made a fair creature, 


. . 7 , il 

may ſhe not by fortune fall into the fire; though 
f 4 po 77 7 1 . * 

nature hath given us wit to ſtout at fortune, hath 


not fortune ſent in this fool to cot of] ti ar 


227 in the 1 
207. 
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ument? 
e | 
Reſ. Indeed, there is no fortunt % lata for 14+ 
. Se * ' 
ture, when fortune makes nature : natural tne 
f nature's wit. 
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Ccl. Peradventure this is not fortune s work Nei - 
ther, but nature's; who en aut natural 
wits tog gol to region of ſuch goddeſes, hath ſcgt 


his and for our whetſtone : he always the 


the fool, is the whetTone of the wits, 

How now, whither wander you * = 
Cle. Miſtrefs, you mutt come away to your father. 
Cel, Mere you made the mefenuer ? | 


Clo. Nv, by mine honour, but T was bid to tome 
for you. | 

Roſ. Where learned you that oath, foo! ? 

CI. Of a certain knight, that ſwore by his ho- 
nour they were good pancakes, and fivore by his 
honour the muſtard was naught : now I'll Rand to 
it, the pancaxes were naught, and the muſtard was 
good, an vet was not the nicht foriworn. 


Cel. How prove you that in the great heap of 


ſo much in the heart of the; you knowledge ? 


Roſe. AY marry, now unmuzzle your wiſdom. 
C/.. Send you both forth now, ſtroke your chins, 


it ſhall not be ſo long; this wreſtler ſhall clear all: and ſwear by your beards that I am a kn e. 


e remains, but that 


I kindle the boy thither, 


33 vghick AC 1 il 80 about. [Zxit. 
Ltr Roſalind rA Celia. 
cel I prey thee, Re ſalina, Iwee: coz, bę me: 


Cc: ls By our bearde, LY we had them, tt HOU! Art. 
Cis By my Kknaver;, if I had it, then I were; 
bot if you ſwear b, 1 5 that is not, * 
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b1n0u7, for he never had any; or if he had, he had | treated, his own peril on his forwardneſs, 
ſworn it away, before ever he ſaw thoſe pancakes, RS. Is vonder the man? | 
er that muſtard. | | Le Beu. Even he, Madam. ; 
Cel. Pr'ythee, who is that thou mean'ſt? Cel. Alas, he is too voung; yet he looks ſuccefs- 
Clo. One that old Frederick your father loves. | fully. 
Roſ. My father's love is enough to honuur him; Duke, How now, daughter and couſin: are you 
enough ; ſpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt| crept hither to ſee the wreſtling * 


for taxation one of theſe days. Roſ. Ay, my liese, fo picale you give us leave. 
Ch. The more pity that fools may not ſpeak| Dale. You will take little delight in ie | can 
wiſelF, what viſe men do foaliſhly. tell you, there's ſuch odds in the man: in pity of 


Cel. By my troth thou ſay'ſt true; for Gnce the | the challenger's youth, I would fain diſſuade him, 
lttle wit that foois have was ſilenc'd, the little | but he will not be entreated. Speak to him, la- 
foolery that wife men bave, makes a great ſhew ? dies, ſee if you can move him. 


here comes Monſieur Le Beu. Cel. Call him hither, good Monkeur Le Beu. 
Frter Le Beu. Duke, Do ſo; I'll not be by. 

Reſ. With his mouth full of news. Le Leu. Monſieur the challenger, the Princeſs 
Cel. Willich he will put on us, as pigeons ſeed call: for you. 

their young. Orla. 1 attend her with all reſpect and duty. 
Ref. Then hall we be news-cram'd. Rej. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
Cel. Al the better, we ſhall be the more market- | the wreſtler, 

able, Bonjour, Moniicur le Beu, what news: | Orla. No, fair Princeis; he is the general chal- 
Le Beu. Foir pete, you have loft much ſport. lenger: J come but as others do, to try with him 
Cel. Sport; of witat colour? the itcength of my youth. 
Le Bra. What colour, Madam? how ſhall I an- } C.. Young. gertieman, vour ſpirits are too bold 

ſwer you? | for vorr vears: vou have leen crucl proof of this 
Reſ. As wit and fortune will, | man's lirength. If you ſaw yourſelf with your 
C/,. Or as the de tines decrees oven ches, or knew yourſelf with your judgment, 
Cel. Well kun, that was laid on with a trowel. | the fear of your adventure would eounſel you to 2 


C/2. Nav, if I keep not my rank | more equal enterpriſe, We pray vou, for your on 
Roſ. "thou leſeſt thy old ſmell. ſake, to embrace your own ſafety, and give over 
Le Beu. You amaze me, ladies! J would have this attempt. 
told you of good vreſtling, which you have loft the! R. Do, young Sir, your reputation ſhall not 
ſight of. tlie reſyre be mIpriſed; we will make it our ſuit 
Rl. Yet tell us the manner of the wreſtling. ito the Duke, that the wreſtling might not go for- 
Le Deu. I will tell you the beginning, and if it | ward. 
pleaſe your ladyſhips, you may ſee the end, for the | Orla. I beſeech you puniſh me not with your 
beſt is yet to do; and here where you are, they are | hard thoughts, wherein I confeſs me much guilty 
coming to periorm it. to deny ſo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But 
Ce. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried, | let your fair eyes and gentle withes go with me to 
Le Bri. There comes an old man and his three | my t trial, wherein if 1 be fuil'd, there is but one 
ſons. iham'd that was never gracious z.1t kill'd, but one 
Cal. 1 could match this beginning with an old tale. | dead that is willing to be fo: I ſhall da my friends 
Le Ben. Three proper young men, of excellent no wrong, for | have none to lament me; the 
growth and preſence, world no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in 
Riſe. With bills on their necks: Be it known un- the world I fill up a place, which may be better 
to ali men by theſe preſents. ſupplied when I have made it empty. 
Le Beau. The eldeſt of the three wreſtled with; Keſ. The little itrength that 1 have, I would it 
Charles the Duke's wreſtler, which Charles in a | were with vou. 
moment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, Cel. And mine to eek out hers. 
that there is little hopes of life in bim: fo he ferv'd; Re}. Fare you well; pray heaven I be Ceceiv'd 
the ſecond, and fo the third: yander they lie; the {in you. 
poor old man, their father, making ſuch pitiful! Cel. Your hearts defires be with you. 
dole over them, that ali the beholders take his; Cha. Come, where is this „oung gallant, that is 
part with weeping. ; {0 Jegrous to lie with his mother earth? 
R:if. Alas! | | - , Orla. Ready, Sir, but his will hath in it a more 
C45. But what is the ſport, Monſieur, that the modeſt working. 
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ladies have loſt? Date. You ſhall trv but one fall. 
Le Beu. Why this that I ſpeak of. i Ca. No, 1 warrant your Grace you ſhali not en- 


C.. Thus men grow witer every day. It is the treat bim to a (ſecond, that have ſo mightily per- 
firſt time that ever 1 heard breaking of ribs was | ſuaded him from the firſt, 
ſport for ladies, X | Orla. You mean to moek me after; you ſhould 
Cel. Or I, \ promiſe thee. not have mock'd before; but come vour wavs. 
Rs. But is there any elſe longs to ſce this broken [ R. „Now Hercules be thy ſpccd, Yeung man. 
e, aa Fake ti 
muſick in his ſides? is there yet another doats upon! Cel. I would J were invifible, to catch the ſtrong 
rib-breaking ? ſnall we fee this wreſtling, couſin # fellow by the leg. | [ T bey core. 
Le Bru. You muſt, if you ſtav here; for here is 
the place appainted for the wreſtling, and they are | 
rendy to perform it. . 
(Cel. Yonder ſure they are coming: jet us now = 
toy and ſee it. i Orla. Ves, I beſeech your Grace; 1 * 
ly oa an ; ö 5 E 6 * * race; 1 am act vet 
Tic. Fatcr Duke Frederick, Lorcs, Orlando, | well breath d. 
— Charles, and Artendares. | Duke. How doſt thou, Charles? 
Dae. Come on; fince the you, wil not be en-“ Le Seu. He cannot ſpeak, my lord, 


Rel. Q excellent Young man! 

Cel. It I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can 
tell who ſhould down. F 

Duke. No more, no more. [Charles js tron 
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Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, 
young man ? 
Orla. Orlando, my liege, the youngeſt ſon of 
Sir Rowland de Boys. 
Duke. I would thou hadit been fon to ſome man 
elſe ; 
The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, 
But I Cid find him ſtill mine enemy: 
Thou ſhouldſt have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Had thou deſcended from another houſe. 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
I would thou hadft told me of another father. 
[Exit Duke. 
Cel. Were I my father, coz, would 1 do this ? 
Orla. I am mere proud to be Sir Rowland's for, 
His youngef ſon, and would not change that calling 
To be adepted heir to Frederick. 
Rof. My facher lov'd Sir Rowland as his ſoul, 
And all the world was of my father's mind: 
Had I before known this young man his fun, 
I ould have given him tears unto entreatics, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. 
Cel. Gentle coufin, 
Let us go tnank him, and encourage him; 
My father's rough and envious diſpoſition 
Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deferv'd : 
If you do keep your promiſes in love, 
But jumly as you have excceded all in promiſe, 
Your miitreſs ſhall be happy. 
Ref. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me, one out of ſuits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 
Shall we go, coz ? | 
Cel. Ay tare you well, fair gentleman. 
Orla. Can I not ſay, I thank you? my better 
parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
A but a quintine, a mere lifeleſs block. 
Ref. He calls us back: my price fell with my 
fortunes. 
Fil aſk im what he would. Did you call, Sir? 
Sir, you have wreſtled well, and ovcilnrown 
More t“ an your enemies. 
Cel. Wiil you go, coz ? 
Re). Have with you : fare you well, 
[ EFxeu;s Rofe and Cel. 
Orla. What paſſion hangs theſe weights upon my 
tar zue? 
J cannot {; eak to her; yet ihe urg'd conference. 
Enter Le Beu. 
O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee. 
Le Buu. Good Sir, I do in frienaſhip counſel you 
To leave this place: albeit you have deſerv'd 
High c:mmendaticn, true applauſe, and love; 
Vet ſuch is now the Duke's condition, 
That he miſconſtrues all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous; what he is indeed 
More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſycak of, 
Orla. I thank you, Sir; and pray you tell me this, 
Which ot the two was daughter of the Duke, 
That here was at the wreftling ? 
Le Beu. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
mai ners; 
But vet indeed the ſhorter is his daughter; 
The other's daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And nere detain'd by her ufurping uncle, 
To keep his daughter company, whoſe loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of ſiſters. 
But I can teli you, that of late this Duke 
Hath ta'en diſpleaſure 'gaink his gentle niece, 
Crovended upon no other argument, 
But het the people praike her for her virtues, 
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And pity her for her good father's ſake ; 
| And on my life his malice gainſt the lady 
| Will ſudeenly break forth. Sir, tare vou well! 
Hereatter, in a better world than this, 
I ſhall deſire more love and knowledge of you. 
| [Ei 
Orla. 1 ret much bounden to you: fare vou wel! 
Thus muſt I frem the ſmoke into the ſmother; 
From tyrant Duke, unts a tyrant brother : 
But heav'nly Roſalind! 
Re-enter Celia and Roſalind, 
Cel. Why, couſin; wiy, Rolalind | Cupid have 
| mercy; not a word! : 
| Rszſ. Not one to throw at a dog. 
Cel. No, thy words are too precious do be cat 
| away upon curs, throw ſome of them at me; come 
lame me with rcaſons. 
i R-:ſ. Then there were too couſins laid up, when 
| the one ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the ether 
mad without anv. 
Cel. But is ali this for your father ? 
Ref. No, ſome of it is for my father's child. 
Oh, how full of briers is this working-day world 
Cel, They are but ours, coufin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery; if we walk not in the 
trodden paths, our very petticoats will catch them, 
Rof. I could ſhake them off my coat; theſe bon 
are in my heart. 
Cel. Hem them away. | 
Roſ. I would try, it I could cry hem, and hare 
him. 
| Cel. Come, come, wrefile with thy afeRions. 
Roſ. O they take the part of a better wreſtler 
then myſelf. 
Cel. O, a good with won you; you will try in 
time in deſoight of a fall: but, turning their ies 
out of ſervice, let us talk in good euneg; is i: 
poſlible, on ſuch a ſudden, you ſhould fail into fo 
ſtrong a liking with old Sir Rowland's youngeſt fon ? 
Roſ. The Duke my father lov's his father dearly, 
| Ces. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love 
his ſon dearly ? by this Kind of chale 1 thogld hate 
| him, for my father hated his father deariy; vet! 
| hate not Orlando. 

Rzſ. No, faith, hate him not for my fake. 
Cel. Why ſhould I not ? doth he not deterve well? 
Enter Duke, wiih Led. 

Ref. Let me love him for that; and do you love 
him becauſe J do, Look, here comes the Duke. 
Cel. With his eves tuli of anger, 
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| And get you from our court. 

Rof. Me, uncle! 

Duke. You, couſin. 
Within theſe ten days if that thou be'ſt found 
So near GUT publick Cvurt as twenty miles, 
| Thou dieſt for it. 

Rof. I do beſeech your Grace 

Let me the knowledge of my fault tear with me: 
If with myſelf I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with my own defires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
As ] do truſt I am not, then, dear uncle 
Never ſo much as in a thought unborn 
Did | offen2 your highneſs. 

Duke. Thus do all traitors ; 
If their purgation did confift in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itſelf : 
Let it ſuffice thee that I truſt thee not. 

R-f. Yet your miſtruſt connot make me a traitor z 
Tell me wherein the likelihood depends? 

Diute. Thou art thy father's Caughter ; there's 
| enough. LE 


Duke. Miftceſs, diſpatch you with your ſaſeſt haſte, | 
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Rf. So was I when your hizhneſs took his; 
dukedom, 
& was 1 when your highneſs baniſh'd him; 
Treaſon is not inherited, my lord; 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor : 
Then, good my liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous, 
Cel. Dear ſovereign, hear me ſpeak. 


Duke. Ay, Celia, we but ſtald her for your ſake, 


Elſe had ſhe with her father rang't along. 
Cel. I did not then intreat to have her ſtay; 
h was your pleaſyre, and your own remorſe; 
| was too young that time to value her, 
gut now I now her; if ſhe be a traitor, 
Why, ſo am I; we ſtill have ſlept together, 
Rofe at an inftant, learn'd, play d, eat together, 
And whereſoc'cr we went, like Juno's ſwans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Duke. She is teo ſabtile for thee, and her 
ſmoothneſi, 
Fer very Glence and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 
Thou art a fool, ſhe tobs ther cf thy name, 
And thou wilt ow mere bright, and ſcem more 
virtuous, 
When the is goae ; then open not thy lips; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom, 
Which I have paſt upon her; ſhe is baniſh'd, 
Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me, my 
liege, 
I cannot live out of her company. 
Duke. You are a fool: you, niece, provide 
pourſelf; 
if you 0ut-ftay the time, upon mine honour, 
And ia the greatneſs of my word, you die. 
Excunt Duke, &c. 
Cel. O my poor Roſalind, where wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine: 
| charge thee be not thou more griev's than Iam. 
R-/. I have more cauſe. 
Cel. Thou bait not, couſin. 
Prxthee be chearful ; know'ſt thou not the Duke 


| Hae baniih'd me his daughter ? 


Roſ. That he bath not. 
Cel. No? hath not? Roſalind lacks then the 
lov? 

Which teacheth thee that thou and 1 am one: 
Shall we be ſandred? ſhall we part, ſweet girl ? 
No, let my father ſeek another heir. 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 
And do not ſeek te take your charge upen you, 
To bear your griefs yourlelf, and leave me cut: 
For by this heav'n, now at our ſorrows pale, 
day what thou can'ft, I'll go along with thee. 

Ref. Why, whither ſhall we go? 

Cel. To ſeek my uncle in the foreft of Arden. 

Roſe Alaz, what danger will it be to us, 
Maide as we arc, to travel forth ſo far! 

Beauty provoketh thieves ſooncr than gold. 

Cel. I'll put myſelf in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kin? of umber ſmutch my face, 
The like ds you, ſe ſhall we paſs along, 

And never ſtir aſſailants. 

Roſ. Were d not better, 

Beczufe that 1 am more than common tall, 
TO I did ſuir me all peints like a man; 

A gallant cutle-axe upon my thigh, 

* boar-fpear in my hand; and on my heart, 

Lic there what bidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a (waſhing and a martial outſide, 

As many. other mannick cowards have, 
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That do outface it with their ſemblances. 
i Cel, What ſhall I call thee when thou art a man 
| Ref. I'H have no worfe a name than Jove's own 
page, 
And therefore, look ye, call me Ganimed ; 
But what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that bath a reference to my ſtate : 
No longer Celia, but Alena. 
Neſ. But, coufin, what if we afſa7'd to tea! 
The clowniſh fool out of your father's court; 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 
| Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me. 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, 
Aud get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
{To hide us from ourfuit that will be made 
After my flight: now go we in content 


Hb libsrty, and not to baniſhment. [ Zxeunte 
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SCENE I. 4 Foreſt. 


'E ater Duke Sesier, Amiens, and two or three Lords 
; like Foreſters. 


Duke ſen. N my co- mates, and brothers ig 
exile, 


Hath not old cuſtom made this life more ſweet 

Thau that of painted pomp ? are not theſe woods 

More free from peril than the envious court? 

Here feel we not the penalty of Adam, 

The ſeaſon's differe ace, as the icy phang, 

And churliſh chiding of the winter's winds ; 

Which when it bites and blows upon my body, 

Even till I ſhrink with cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 

This is no flattery: theſe are counſellors 

That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the uſes of adverſity; 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Wears yet a precious j3wel in his bead: 

And this our life, exempt from publick haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, beoks in the running 
brooks, 

Sermons in tones, aud good in every thing. 

Ami. | woule not chang it; happy i 15 your grace 
That cas tranilate the ſtubbornef; of fortune 
Into ſo quiet and fo ſweet a ſtyle. 

| Duke Ser. Come, mall we go and kill us veniſon? 
And jet it irks me, e pocr dappled fools, 
| Being native burghers of this deſart city, 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads, 
Have their round hanches goar'd. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The mel-ncholy Jaques grieves at that, 
And in that king ſwears you do more uſurp 
Than doth. your brother that hath banih'd you ; 
To day my lord of Amiens and mylelt 
Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an ak, whoſ: anS3que root peeps out 
Upon the drook that hrawis along this wood, 
To the which place a poor ſequeſtered frag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languiſn; and indeed, my lord, 
The wretched amal heav'd forth ſuch groant, 
That their dſcharge did ſtretch his leathern coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round tears 
| Cours'd one another down his innocent nofe 
in piteous chaſe ; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of ti. elan aoly Jaques, 

Stood on th' extremett verge of the ſwift broo%, | 
4 Aug un it with tears. 
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Upon the ſobbing deer. [ing 


To bring again thefe fooliſh runaways, 
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Duke Ser Put what faid Jaques? 

Did he not moralize this ſpectacle? 

1 Lerd. O yes, into a thouſand ſimilies. 
Firit, tor his weeping in the needleis ſtream 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou ma' a teſtament 
As worldiings do, giving thy ſam ot more 
To that which hat too much. Then being alone, 
Left and abaadon'd of his velvet friends; 

*Tis tight, quoth he, thus miſery do part 

The Aux of company. Anon a careleſs herd, 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him, 

And never itavs ro greet him: ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greaſy citizens, 

Tis zuſt the faihion ; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 
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Your brother---(no; no brother, yet the ſonz 
Vet not the ſon, I will not call him fon, 
Of him I was about to call his father) 
Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he meanz 
lo burn the lodging where you uſe to lie, 
And you within it; if he fail of that 
lie will have other means to cut you off: 
: overheard him, and his practices: 
Tals is no place, this houſe is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. go? 
Cela. Why, whither, Adam, would thou have ms 
Adam. No matter whither, ſo you come not here, 
Orla. What, wouldſt thou have me go and beg my 
Or with a baſe and boiſterous ſword enforce [ food, 
A thieviſh living on the common road? 


Thus moſt inveCtively he vierceth through 
The body of tlie counts, cite, court, 
Yea, and of this our life, fwearing that we 
Are mere uſurpers, tyrants, aid what's worſe, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their aftign'd and native awelling-place. 
Due Sen. And did you leave him in this con- 
templation ? 
2 Lerd. We did, my lord, weeping and comment- 
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Duke Sen. Show me the place; 
J love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits, 
For then he's full of matter. 
2 Lord. III bring vou to him ſtraight. [ Exeunt. 
The Palace again. 
Frier Duke Frederick, u. Lords. 

Du ke. Can it be poſſible that no man 1taw them? 
It cannot be; ſome villains of my court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. 

Lord. I cannot hear of any that did ſce her, 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 

Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
Ther found the bed untreaſur'd of their miſtreſs: 

2 Lord. My lord, tne roy nit clown, at whom 16 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſſing; [oft 
Hifperia, the princeſs gentlewoman, 

Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly o'er-heard 

Your daughter and her couſin much commend 
The parts and graccs of the wreſtler 

That did but latel) foil the finewy Charles; 
And the believes, wherever they are gone, 
"That youth is ſurely in their company. 

Duke. Send to his brother, fetch that gallant hi- 
If he be abſent, bring his brother to me, {ther 
Tul make him find him; do this ſuddenly, 

And let not ſearch and inquifſition quail 


[ Fxeunt. 
Oliver's Her ſe. 
Enter Orlando ard Adam. 

Orla. Who's thers ? 

Adam. What, my young maſter? oh, my gentle 
Oh, my ſweet maſter, O you memory [ maſter, 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be ſo fond to overcome 
The bonny prizer of the humorous Duke? 

Your praiſe is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not, maſter, to ſome kind of men 
Their graces ferve them but as enemies? 

No more do yours ? vour virtues, gentle maſter, 
Are ſanctified and holy traitors to you. 

Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it | 

Orla. Why, what's the matter ? 

Adam. O, unhappy youth, 

Come not within theſe doors; within this roof 


This I myft do, or know not what to do: 

Yet this I will not do, do how i can 

rather will ſubject me to the malice 

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. [ crowns; 
Adam. But do not ſoz 1 have five hundred 

The thrifty hire I ſav'd under your father, 

Which I did ſtore, to be my foſter-nurſe 

When ſervice ſhould in my old limbs lie lame, 

And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 

Take that, and he thot doth the ravens feed, 

Yea providently caters for the ſparrow, 

Be comfort to ny age: here is the gold, | 

All this I give yon, © let me be your ſervint 

* Tho"I look old, vet 1 am ſtrong and lufty; 

For in my youth I never did apply 


Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 


* Nor did-I with unbaſhful forehead won 
The means of weakneſs and debility ; 
Therefere my age is as a luſly winter, 
Froſty, but kindly,” let me go with you; 
I'll da the ſervice of a younger man 
In all your buſineſs and neceſſities. 

Crla. Oh, good old man, how well in thee appeart 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world; 
When ſervice ſweat for duty, not for meede ! 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times. 
Where none will ſweat, but for promotion, 
And having that, do choak their ſervice up 
Even with the having; it is not ſo with thee * 
But, poor old man, thou prun'f a rotten tree, 
That cannot fo much as a bloſſom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and huſbandry; 

But, come thy wavs, we'll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages ſpent, 
We'll light upon ſome ſettled low content. 

Adam. Matter, go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laſt gaſp with truth and loyalty. 

From ſeventeen vears till now almoſt fourſcore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 

At ieventeen years many their fortunes ſeek, 
But at fourſcore, it is too late a week; 

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Than to die well, and not my maſter's debtor. 
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Tl Foreſt. | 
Enter Roſalind in b:y's cloaths for Ganimed, Cela 
dreſt like a ſhepherdeſs for Aliena, «xd Clown. 
Ref. O, Jupiter, how merry are my ſpirits ? 
40. J care not for my ſpirits, it my legs were not 
weary. 
Reoſ. I could find in my heart to diſgrace my 
man's apparel, and cry like a woman; but I gut 
comfort the weaker vefſel, as a doublet and hoſe 


fore, courage, good Aliena. 
Cel. I pray you bear with me, I can go no farther. 
Cle. For my part, I had rather bear with you than 


The eneiny or all your graces Hves ; 


| bear vou; yet 1 ſheuld e ng ei if 1 9 be 
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ought to ſhew itſelf courageous to petticoat; there | 


when 

travel, 
Roj 

comes 


Cor 
Sil 
Cor 
Sil. 
Tho' 
As cv 
But it 
(As { 
How 
Haſt 
Cor 
Sil, 
th 
That 
Thou 
Or if 
Wear 
Thou 
Or it 
Abru 
Thou 
O PI 
R; 
] har 
C7: 
love, 
take 
I rem 
du gs 
] re1 
her, 


zeanz 


„ 


[g5? 


ve me 
here. 
eg my 


| food; 


Owns; 
ndrcd 


ws 


preart 


re 


2 


"Xeurets 


Cela 
? 
re not 


ce my 
1 £.ul 
d hoſe 


there - 


arther. 
zu than 
d beef 


Can in this deſart place buy entertainment, 


AS You L 
vou, for I think you have no money in your purſe. } Are now on ſale, and at our ſheep-cote now, 
Ae. Well, this is the foreſt of Arden, By reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
Cle. Ay, now am I in Arden, the more fool I, | That you will feed on; but what is, come ſee, 
when 1 was at home, 1 was in a better place; but And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. ture? 


travellers muſt be content. Reſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flock and paſ- 

Reſ. Ay, be ſo, good Touchſtone: look you who Cr. That young ſwain that you ſaw here but ere 

comes here, a young man and an old in ſolemn talk. | That little cares for buying any thing. [ while, 
Enter Cerin and Silvius. | Re. I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 


Cor. That is the way to make her ſcorn you ſtill. Buy thou the cottage, paſture, and the fiock, 
$i/, O Corin, that thou knew'tt how 1 do love her! And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 


Cor, I partly gueſs, for I have lov'd ere now. | Cel, And we will mend thy wages. 
Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canſt not gueſs, I like this place, and willingly could waſte 

Tho' in thy youth thou watt as true a lover My time in it. 

As ever ſigh'd upon a midnight pillow ; | Cer. Afﬀuredly the thing is to be ſold; 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, ;Go with me; it you like upon report, 

(As ſure I think never man lov'd foY | The ſoil, the profit, and this kind or life, 

How many. actions moſt ridiculous {1 will your very faithful feeder be, 

Haſt thou been drawn to by thy fantaſy ? Au buy it with your gold right ſuddenly. [| Fxounte 
Cer. Into a thouſand that I have forgotten. | Enter Amiens, Jaques, ard others. 
Sil. O thou didit then ne'er love ſo heartily; 88S O0 N G. 

thou remember'it not the Nighteſt folly der the green-wotd trees 

That ever love did make thee run into, Who tives ts lie wvith me, 

Thou haſt not lov'd. | And tune bis merry nate, 

Or if thou haſt not ſate, as I do now, Urte the faucet bird's threat; 

Wearving thy hearer in thy miſtreſs” praiſe, Come bither, come hither, come bitt er; 

Thou hatt not Joy'd. Here fhall be ſee 

Or if thou haſt not broke from company, | | Ne enemy, 

Adruptly, as my paſſion now makes me, But winter and rough weather, 

Thou haſt not lov'd. Jag. More, more, I pr'ythee more. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe ! [Exir Sil. Ami. It will make you melancholy, monſieur 
R:/. Alas, poor thepherd ! ſearching of thy wound, | Jaques. 

] have by hard adventure found my own. Fag. I thank it; more, I pr'ythee more; I can 


Cie. And I mine; I remember when I was in [ſuck melancholy out of a ſong, as a weaſel fucks 
love, I broke my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid him eggs: more, I pr'ythee, more. | 
take that for coming a-nights vo Jane Smile; and| Ai. My voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleaſe 
I remember the kiſſing of her batlet, and the cow's | you. 
dugs that her pretty chopt hands has milk'd; and! Jag. I do not defire you to pleaſe me, I do de- 
I remember the wooing of a peaſcod inſtead of | fire you to ſing; come, come, another ſtanzo; call 
her, from whom I took two cods, and giving her, you em ſtanzo's? 
them again, ſaid with weeping tears, wear theſe} Ami. What you will, monſicur Jaques. 
for my ſake. We that are true lovers run into, Jag. Nay, I care not for their names, they owe 
range capers ; but all is mortal in nature, fo is all me nothing. Will you ſing? 


nature in love mortal in faily. Ai. More at your requeſt, than to pleaſe myſelf, 
Reſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. | Jag. Well, then, if ever I thank any man, I'lt 
C/;. Nay, 1 ſhall nc'er be ware of my own wit, | thank you; but that they call compliment is like 
till I break my ſhins againſt it. j | the encounter of two dog-apes. And when a man 
Reſ. Jore! Jove ! this ſhepherd's paſſion is much | thanks me heartily, methinks I have given him a 
upon my fashion. me. penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. 


Cle. And mine, but it grows ſomething ſtale with Come, ſing: and you that will not, hold your 


Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion youd man, | tongues | 
If he for gold will give us any tood; Ami. Well, I'll end the ſong; Sirs, cover the 
I faint almott to death. while z the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath 
Cie. Holla; you, clown. been all this day to look you. 
Ref. Peace, fool; he's not thy kinſman. Jag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
Cor. Who calls? ' He is too diſputable for my company: 1 think of as 
4 Your betters, Sir. | Many matters as he, but J give heaven thanks, and 
Cor. Elſe they are very wretched. make no boaſt of them. Come, warbvle, come. 


. 
To doth ambition ſhun, 
| And loves to lie i” th ſung 
Secking the ford he eats, 


Ref. Peace, I ſay; good even to vou, friend. 
Cor. And to vou, gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Ref. Ipr'ythee, ſhepherd, if that love or gold 


Bring us where we may reſt ourſelves, and feed; Arg pleas'd with what he gets; 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppreſs d, Come bither, came byber, come lud er; 
And faints for ſuccour. Here ſpall Ze ſee 


Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 
And wiſh, for her ſake more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were maze able to relieve her 
But F'm a ſhepherd to another man, 
And do not theer the fleeces that 1 graze 
My maſter is of churlith diſpoſition, 
And little wreaks to find the way to heay'n 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality : 
Bekles, his ccte, his locks, and bounds of feed, 


Ns enemy, 

Bur <wvinter and rough weather. 
Fage Il give, you. a verie to this note, that L 
made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention. 
Ami. And I'll fing it. 
J. :- Thus it goes. 

If it do come to paſty 

Thai an; man turn eſs 
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' Leaving his ⁊ocalth ard caſe, 
A ftubbarn evill to fieafe, 
Ducdame, dicAame, ducdame ; 
Here ſt all be fee 
©rofs fools as be, 
Ain if be will come to me. 

Ami. What's that ducdame ? 

Jag. Tis a Greek invocation to call fools into 2 
circle. I'll go ſleep if I can; if I cannot, I'll rai; 
againſt all the firſt-born of Egypt. 

Ami, And Ill go ſeek the Duke: his banquet i. 
prepar'd. [E xeart. 
Enter Orlando ard Adam. 

Adam. Dear maſter, I can 30 no farther; O, I 
die for food | here lie 1 down, and meaſure out my 
grave. Farewel, kind maſter. 

Orla. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart 
in thee ? live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy- 
ſelf a little. If this uncouth foreſt yield any thing 
ſavage, I will either be food for it, or bring it fg. 
food to thee : thy conceit is nearer death, than th; 
powers. For my ſake be comfortable; hold vcath 
awhile at the arm's end: I wiil be here with the: 
pretently, and if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, 
i give thee leave to die, But if thou dieit before 

Jome, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well 
faid, thou look'ſt cheerly. 
thee quickly; yet thou lieſt in the bleak air. Come, 
} wilt bear thee to ſome Helter, and thou ſhalt no! 


die tor lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in 
Excunt. 
f 


this deſart. Cheery, good Adam. [ 
Enter Duke Sen. and Lords, [A abt: |: : 

For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lerd. 1) lord, he is but even now gone hence 
Here was he merry, hearing of a ſong. 

Dude Sen. If he, compact of jars, grow muſical, 
We ſha!l have ſhortly diſcord in the ſpheres: 
Co ſeck him, tell him I weuld ſpeak with him. 

Erter Jaques. 
1 Lord. He ſave - my labour by his own approach 


Dake Sen. Why, how now, monſieur, what a 1i!: 


is this, 
That your poor friends muſt woo your company? 
What, you look merrily. 

Jaz. A fool, a fool; I met a fool i' th* foreſt, 

A motley fool ; a miſerable world 

As I do live ty food I met a fool, 

W ho laid him down and baſk'd him in the ſun, 
And rail'd on lady fortune in good terms, 

In good ſet terms, and yet a mctley fool. 

Good morrow, fool, quoth I : No, Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath ſent me fortune: 
nd then he drew a dial from his poak, 

And looking on it with lack-luftre eye, 

Says, very wiſely, it is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we ſee, quoth he, how the world wags; 
*T is but an hour 380 ſince it was nine, 

And after one hour more 'twill be eleven, 

Ard fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 

And then frorn hour to hour we ret and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative; 
And I did laugh ſans intermiſſion, 

An hour by his dial, O noble focl, 

A worthy fool! motley's the only wear, 

Duke Sen. What foot js this ? 

Jag. O worthy fool! one that hath been a cour- 
And ſays, if ladies be but young and fair, tier. 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biſcuit 


And I il te with 


LE 
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After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With obſervation, the which he vents 


Ia mangled forms. O that 1 were a foch! 
| am ambitious for a motle coat. 
Dube Sen, Thou ſhair have one, 
Faz. It is my only ſuit, 
Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
| That 1 am wite : I muſt have liberty 
Michal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I pleaſe, for ſo fools have: 
And they that are moſt galled with my toliy, 
They moſt muſt laugh: and why, Sir, muſt they ſo? 
The way is plain, as way to parith church; 
I whom 2 fool doth very wiſely hit, 
Both vers t aliſhly, although he ſmart, 
Seem i(e:iciels of the bob. If not, 
The wile man's folly is anatomiz'd 
E. en by the ſquand'ring glances of a fool. 
Inveſt me 1% my motley, give me leave 
Lo ſpeak my mind, and Iwill through and through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th' infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine, 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, 1 can tell what thou 
wouldit do. 
Jag. What, for a counter, would I do but good? 
Duke Sen. Moſt miichievous foul fin, in chicing 
ror thou thyſelt haſt been a libertine, [fins 
As ſenſual as the brutiſh ſting itſelf; 
And all th* emboſſed ſores and headed evils, 
| That thou with licence of free foot haft caught, 
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. Woulaätt thou diſgorge into the general wotld. 
Due Sen, I think he is transtorm'd into a beat, 


Faq. Why, who cries out on pride, 
| Thar con therein tax any private party? 
+ Doth i not flow 2s hugely as the fea, 
| Titi that the very very means do ebb ? 
| What woman in the city do I name, 
| Wren that I ſay the city-woman bears 
| Ine cot of Princes on nnwarthy ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is ker ncighbour? 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, 
That fays his bravery is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that I mean him, but therein ſuits 
His foliv to the mettle of my ſp=ech ? 
There then, how then, what then, le? me ſce whereia 
My tongue hath wrong'd himſelt: if he be free, 
Why then my taxing, like a wild proſe, flies 
Unclaim'd of any man. But who comes here? 
Enter Orlando. 
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jag. Why, I have cat none yet. = 
Orla. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſſity be ſerv'd. 
Jeg. Ot what kind ſhould this cock come of? 
Due Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy diſ- 
Or e ſe a rude defpiter of good manners, [rrefs, 
That in civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? 
Orla. You touch'd my vein at firſt: the thorny point 
Ot bare diſtreſs hath ta'en from me the ſlic v 
Of ſmouth civility z yet am J inland bred, 
And know ſome nurture : dut forbear, I ſay; 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Til I and my affairs are anſwered. 
Jag. If you will not 
Be aniwered with reaſon, I muſt die. 
Duke Sen. What would you have? Your gentle 
r.eſs ſhall force, 
More than your force move us to gentlereſs. 
Orla. I almo# die for food, and let me have it. 
Duke Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to 
our table. oo 
Orla. Speak you fo gent, ! parlon me, I pray 
you 3 
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] thought that all things had been ſavage here, 
and therefore put Jon the countenance | 
Of ſtera commandment. But whate'er you are 
That in this defart inacceſſable, 
Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 
Loſe and negle& the creeping hours of time; 
If ever you have look“ on better days 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; 
It ever lat at any good man's feaſt; 
If ever from your eve-lids wip'd a tear, 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied; 
Let gentienets my ſtrong enfcrcemer.t be: 
In the which hope, I bluſh and hide my ſword. 
Lule Sen. True is it that we have 1cen beiter 
days, 
And have with holy bell been Kknoll'd to church, 
And fat at good men's feaſts, and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops t'i2t ſacred pity hath engender'd : 
And therefore fit you down in gentleneſs, 
And take upon command what heip we have, 
That to your wanting may be miniſtered. 
Or/a. Then but torbear your food a little while, 
Mhiles, like a doe, I po to find my fawn, 
And give it food, There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary itep 
Limp'd in pure love; till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
Orpreſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
] will not touch a bit. 
Dute Sen. Go find him our, 
And we will nothing waſte till zou return, 
O,. 1 thank ye, aud be ble(s'd for your good 
comfort. Exit. 
Dule Sen, Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone un- 
This wide and univerſal theatre [ happy 3 
Preſents more woe!ul pageants than the ſcene 
Wherein we play. 
Jag. All the world's a ſage, 
And all the men and women merely players ; 
They have their exits and their ent! ances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts: 
His acts being ſeven ages. At firſt the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms: 
And then, the whining ſchool- boy with his ſatchel, 
And ſhining morning-face, creeping, like ſnail, 
Unwillingly to ſchooi, And then tne lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woetul ballad 
Made to his miſtreſs eve-brow. Then a ſoldier, 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pare, 
Jealous in honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel; 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth, 
e juſtice 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe ſaws and modern inftances, 
Ant fo he plays his part. The ſixth age ſhifts 
Into the lean and Nlippe:'d pantaloon, 
With ſpectacles on noſe, and pouch on fide; 
His vouthful hoſe well ſfav'd, a world too wide 
For his ſhrunk ſhank, znd his big wanly voice 
Turning again toward childiſh treble pipes, 
© And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt ſcene of all, 
© That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 
* Is fecond childiſhneſs, and mere oblivion, 
© Sans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſans every thing. 
Enter Orlando ui Adam. 
Due Sen. Welcome: ſet down your venerable 
And let him feed. [ burden, 
Orla. I thank you moſt for him. 
Adam. So had you need, 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for myſelf, 
Duke Sen, Welcome: fall too; I will not trouble 
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As yet to queition you about your fortunes. 
Give us ſome muſick; and, good couſin, ſing. 
; S::-0 30-44; 
Blew, blow, thou winter wind, 
| Thou art not fo untind 29 
As man's ingratitude; 
Thy toeth is nct ſo keeny 
Becarſe theu art net ſeen, 
Altbo' thy breath be rude. 
Heigh bo, fing beigh bs, unto the green belly; 
Mc. friend ſpip is feigning; myſt lovin? mere folly: 
Tien beigb bs, the bolly, 
1 his life is meſt jelly, 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſty, 
That aft not bite ſo nigh 
As benefits forgor : 
Tho" thou the waters wwarp, 
Thy fling is nct fo ſparp 
As friend remembred not. 
Ilcigb ho, Ang, &c. 
Dale Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rows 
lana's fon, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eve doth his effigies witneſs, 
Moſt truly iimb'd, and living in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither. I'm the Duke 
That lov'd yeur father. The reſidue of your for- 
tune, 
Go to my cave and tell me, Good old man, 
Thou art welcome, as thy maſter is 
Support him by the arm ; give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes underſtand. | Exeunt. 
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8 G E N E * The Palace. 
Enter Duke, Lords, ard Oliver. 
Duke. OT ſee him fince? Sir, Sir, that can- 


not bez 
Put were I not the better part made mercy, 
I hould not ſeek an abſent argument 
Of my revenge, thou preſent : But look to it, 
Find out thy brother wherefoe'er he is, 
Seek him with candle; bring him dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or tua thou no more 
To ſeek a living in our ferritorye 
Thy lands and all things that thoù doſt call thine, 
Worth ſcizure, do we leize into our hands, 
ill thou canſt quit thee by thy brother's mouth, # 
Of what we think againſt thee. 
Gli. Oh that your highneſs knew my heart inthis 
I never loy'd my brother in my life. 
Dale. More villain thou. Well, puſh him cut 
ot doors, 


And let my officers of ſuch a nature 


Make an extent upon his houſe and lands: 
Do this expediently, ard turn him going. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Orlando. 
Orla. Hang there, my verſe, in witneſs of my 
love; 

And thou thrice crowned Queen of night ſurvey, 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſphere above, 

Thy huntreſs' name that my full life doch ſwaye 
O Roſalind, theſe trees ſhall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character, 
That every eye which in this foreſt looks, 

Shall ſce thy virtue witneſs'd every where, 
Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree, 
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vou, 


Ho fair, the chaſte, and unexpreſſive ſhe. 
B 2 
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Euter Corin and Clown. 
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to a hell-wexther, and to betray a flie-lamb of 2 


Es 


Cor. And how like you this thephera's life, Mr. | twelyemonth old to a crouked- rated old cuckolAly 


Touchſtone ? 


ram, out of all reaſonable match. 


It thou be'ſt not 


Cz. Truly, ſhepherd, in refpeR of itſelf, it is a | damn'd for this, the devil himſelf will have no 


good life; but in reſpect that it is a ſhepherd's lite, ſhepherds; 
it is naught. In retpeQ that it is ſolitary, 1 like 1 | '{cape. 
Cer. 
Now in reſpect it is in the fitlüs, it mittteſs's brother. 


very well; but in reipect that it is private, it is «| 
very vile lite. 
pleaſeth me well; but in reſpect it is not in the | 
court, it is tedious. As it is a ſpare lite, look you, | 
it fits my honour weil; but as there is no more | 
plenty in it, it goes much againſt my ſtomach. Hall | 
any ph.loſuphky in thee, ſhepherd ? | 

Ccr. No more, but that 1 know the more one 
ſickens, the worſe at eaſe he is; and that he that 
vants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends, That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn: that good paiture makes fat ſheep, 

and that a great cauſe uf the night is lack of the 
lun: that he that hath learned no wit by nature or 
art, may complain of good breeding, or comes uf a 
try dull kindred. | 

Cle. Such a one is a natural philolopher. Wait, 
ever in court, ſhepherd ? 

Cor. No, trulv. 

C's, Then thou art 

C:r, Nay, I hope 

Cie. Truly thou art damn's like an ill-roaſted egg, 
ail on one hue, 

Cr, For not being at court? your reaſon, 

Cie. Why, if thou never waſt at court, thou never, 
ſaw'ſt good manners: it thou never faw'R good | 
manners, then thy manners mutt be wicked: and 
wickedneſs is fin, and fin is damnation : thou art | 
in a parlous ſtate, ſhepherd. | 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchſtone : thoſe that are 
gd manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the | 
con , as the behaviour of the country is mofl | 
mockable at the court. You told me, y u ſalute 
not at the court, but vou kiſs your hands; that 
courteſy would be uncleanl;, if courtiers were | 
ſhepherds. 

Ci. Inſtance, briefly ; come, inſtance, 

Cor. Why, we are itil! handling our ewes, and 
their fels, you know, are greaſy. 

Cie. Why, do not your conrtiers hands ſweat ? 
and is not the greaie ot mutton as wholeſome as the 
ſweat of a man? fhailow, ſhallow; a better in- 
lance, I fav : come. 

C:r. Beſic es, our hands are hard. 

C/o. Your lips will feel them the ſooner. Shallow 
again: a ſounder inſtance, come. 

C:r. And they are often tarr'd over with the ſur- 
gery of our ſheep; and wou'd you have us kif; tar? 
the courtier's hands are perfum'd with civet. | 

Ci. Moff ſhallow man: thou worms meat, in 
reſpect of a good piece of fleſh, indeed; learn of the 
wite and pet pend; a civet is of a bafer birth than 
tar; the very uncleanly flux of a cat, Meno the 
inſtance, ſhepherd. N 

Cr. You have too courtly a wit for me; I' reſt., 

Cie. Wilt thou ret damn'd? God help thee, | 
Mallow man; God make incition in thee, thou | 
art raw. f 

Car. Sir, I am a true Labourer; I earn thai 1 
eat: get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no 
man's happineſs ; glad of other men's good; con- 
tent with my harm; and the greateſt of my p. ide 
15, to ſee my ewes graze and my lambs ſuck, 

Clo. That is another fim; le ſia in you, to © 
the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get 
ur liv.ag by the copulation of catils, to bea bane 


* 
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tamn'd. 
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1 cannot ſee elle how thou thouid'? 
Here comes young Mr. Ganimee, my new 


Liter Roſalind with paper. 


Roſ. Fremx rhe eaſt io the avrftern Inde, 


Clo. Vii chime you ſo e Zhi years 


No ; eue ' 4s like Re faling, 
Her a0 being mo united en the win, 
Through ail the world 6rars N fd. 
Al the Pic! ue, faireſt lin d, 
Tre but black to Roſalind; 
Let ms face be kept #n wn 
Fut! rbe face of o/alin de 
din- 
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nere, and ſuppers, and fieeping hours exceptee ; 1: 
is the right butter-women's tank to narket. 

Rs/. Out, fool. 

Co. For a taſte. 


If a hare dith lach a hind, 

Le: him feet our Rojalind ; 

It the ca? a i. 1 after kind), 

Fe he | ſure will Roſalind. 

Wintir garments muſt be lin d, 

S; muft lender Keſalind. 

They : *bat reap pix bt I eaf and bind, 
Then to car! with Roſalind. 

Seweeteft nut hath fex"reft rind, .. 
Such a rut is Reſalina. 

He tha ccc . 4 ecill find, 

Muſt find 4 love's prick, ard Ra ſalind. 


This is the very falſe gallop of verſes; why do you 
infect yourſelf with them ? 
Rei. Peace, vou dull faol, I found them on a tree, 
Ci. Truly, the tree yield: bad fruit. 
Ref. Vii graitit with vou, and then I ſhall graft 


it with a medier ; then it wil be the carlicſt try:t 


1'th* country: for you'll be retten cre you be i 
ripe, and that's the right virtue of a mes 


49. 


You have ſaid; but whether wilcly or ho, 48: 


the foreſt judge. 


Raf. 


Enter Celia with a wv ting. 
Peace, herc comes My fifler reading, Ran 
ah dc. 


Cel. Why h wid this a deiart be ? 


Fir it is LIC ed. No; 
Trgucs 11 hang on cvery tres, 
Tha: ſpail civil Jayings for We 
Seme, be brief the tife of man 8 
Runs bis erring i. image, 
Foe: the tr etet ing of 4 ſpan 
Puckles in his ſum of age; 
Sc re of winlared vines, 
"Txwixt the ſouls of friend ara 
But upon the faireſt boughs 
Or at every /cntence ans 
Wis I Raf 72 Write 
Teaching all that aaa to knoto 
ti: quintcſſeuce of every bite 
Heaven would in little . {Ws 
Therefore heaven xature coarg dy 
That cnc body Held be jili's 
With ali graces wide 277 4; 
Nature prejentiy arfiilt d 
Helen's cheer, but nat ber bear-; 
Cleopatra” 5 maitſty, 
Altalante's Letter fart, 


Jau Lecretis t med, 


erz 
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be thankful; let me ftay the growth of his beard, it 
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Thus Raſulind of many parts, | 
By Ravi ſynod was devisi'd, 

Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
To have the toncbes deareſt prix'd. | 

Hearn cvould that foe theſe gifts ſhould have, 
And I ts live and die ber flawe. 

Reſ. O moſt gentle Japiter! what tedious homily 
of love have you wearied your pariſhioners withal, | 
and never cry d, Have patience, good people? | 

Cel. How now, back friends! ſhepherd, go off a | 
littie : go with him, tirrah. 

Ch. Come, ſhepherd, let us make an honourable | 
retreat 3 tho* not with bag and baggage, yet with 
ſcrip and Icrippages 

Cel. Didſt thou hear theſe verſes ? 

Reſ. O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for | 
ſome of them had in them more feet than the verſes | 
would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter; the feet might bear the 


— 


verſes. | 

R:ſ. Av, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themielves without the verſe, and therefore | 
ſtood lamely in the verſe. 

Cel. But did} thou hear without wond'ring, 
how thy name ſhould be hang'd and carv'd upon 
theſe tices 7 | 
Ryſ. 1 was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, 
before you came: for look here, what I found on 
a palm- tree; 1 was never ſo be-rhim'd fince Py- 
thazoras's time, that I was an Iriſh rat, which ! 
can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you who hath done this? 

Nes. Is it a man? 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, about bis 
neck ; Change you colour? 

Reſ. I privthee, who? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends | 
ty meet; but mountains may be remov'd with | 
earthquakes, and fo encounter, 

R-{. Nay, but who is it? 

C7, Is it poſſibie? 

Fes. Nay, Ipr'ythee now, with moſt petitionary 
yehrmence, tell me who it is, 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonder- | 
ful wonderful, and vet again wonderful, and after 
wat out of all hooping 

N.. Oue's, my complexion, doſt thou think, 
trough 1 am capariſon'd like a man, I have a 
eoblet and a hoſe in my diſpoſition ? one inch of 
trlay more, is a South-ſea of diſcovery. I pr'ythee 
tel me who is it, quickly, and ſpeak apace; I 
would thou could'ſt ſtammer, that thou might'ſt 
our this concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine 
comes out of a nar:ow-mouth'd bottle; either too 
nuch at once, or none at all; I priythee take the 
Ek out of thy mouth. that I may drink thy tidings. 

(i. So you may put a man in your belly, 

"Roſe Is he of God's making? what manner of 
man? Is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth 
2 beard * 

C-/, Nay, he hath but a little beard ! 

Ne Why, God will ſend more, if the man will 


tbou delay me not the knowledge of his chin, 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripp'd up the 
weeftler's heels and your heart both in an inſtant. 
X. Nay, but the devil take mocking: ſpeak, 
jad brow, and true maid. 

Cel, I' raith, coz, tis hes 

Roj. Orlando ! 

Cel. Orlando. 

Naſ. Alas the day, what ſhall J do with my 
doublet and hoſe? what did he when thou law't 
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him? what ſaid he? how look'd he? where went 


he? what makes he here? did he aſk for me? 
where remains he? how parted he with thee ? and 
when ſhait thou ſee him again? anſwer me in one 
word. 

Cel. You muſt borrow me Garagantua's mouth 
firit; "tis a word too great ter any mouth of this 
aze's ſize: to ſay aye and no to theſe particulars, is 
more tnan to anſwer in a catechiim, 

Roſ. But doth he know that I am in this foreſt, 


and in man's apparel ? looks he as freſhly as he did 


the day ke wreſtle] ? 

Cel. It is as eaſy to count atoms as to reſ{ylve the 
propoſitions of a lover: but take a taſte of my find- 
ing him, and reiiſh it with good obſervance. : found 
him under a trce like a drop'd acorn. | 


Reſ. It may well be call'd ſove's tree, when it 


drops forth ſuch frui:. 


Cel. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Ry. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he ſtretch'd along like a wounded 
knight, 

Rofſ. Though it be a pity to fee ſuch a fight, it 
well becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I privthee; it 
curvets unſeaſonably. He was furniſh's like a 
hunter. 

Roſ. O, ominous, he comes to kill my hart. 

Cel. 1 would ſing my ſong without a burden, thou 
bring'ft me out of tune. 

Ref. Do you not know I am a woman, when [ 
think I muſt ſpeak : ſweet, ſay on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

Cel. You bring me out. Sott, comes he not here? 

Ref. Tis he; flink by, and note him. 

Jag. 1 thank you for your company; but good 
faith, I had as lief have been myſeh alone. 

Orla. And fo had 1; but vet for faſhion. fake, I 
thank vou too for your ſocicty. 

Jag. God b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can. 

Ora. I do defire we may be better ſtrangers. 

Jag. I pray you mar no more trees with writing 
love-ſongs in their barks, 

Orla, I pray you mar no more of my verſes with 
reading them ilI-favovrediy. 

. Roſalind is vour love's name. 
Yes, juſt. 
. I do not like her name, 

Ora. There was no thought of pleaſing you whem 
ſhe was chriſten'd. 

Jag. What ftature is ſhe of? 

Orla. Jutt as high as my heart, 

Jag. You are fult of pretty anſwers; have you 
not been acquainted w.th goldſmith's wives, and 
conn'd them out of rings. 

Orla. Not ſo ; but I anſwer you right painted cloth, 
from whence you have ſtudied your queſtions. 

Jag. You have 2 nimble wit; I think it was 
made of Atalanta's heels. Will you fit down with 
me, and we two will rail againſt our miftrets, the 
world, and all our miſery. 

Orla. Iwill chide no breather in the world but 
myſelf, againſt whom I know no faults. 

Jag. The worſt fault you have is to be in love, 

Orla. Tis a fault J will not change for your beft 
virtue: I am weary of you. 

Jaa. By my troth I was feeking for a fool, when 
found vou. 

Orla. He is drown'd in the brook, look but in, 
and you ſhall fee him. 

Jag. There I ſha)i ſee mine own figure. 

Oria. Which I take 0 be either a fool, or a 
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Jeg. I'll ſtay no longer with you; ſarewel, good 
Gzntor love. | [ Exit. 
Orla. I am glad of your departure: adieu, good 
monſieur melancholy. bd 
| Roſ. I will ſpeak to him like a ſaucy lacquey, 
| and under that habit play the knave with him. Do 
| you hear, foreſter ? 
| Orla, Very well, what would you? 
| R:j. I pray you, what is't a clock? 

Orla. You ſhould aſk me what time o'day; there's 

no clock in the foreſt, 

Roſ. Then there is no true lover in the ſoreſt, 

elſe fighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot oi time, as well as a 
clock. 

Orla. And why not the ſwift foot of time? had 

not that been as proper? ; 

R:ſ. By no means, Sir: time travels in divers 
| paces, with divers perſons; I'll tell you who time 
1 ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time 

gallops withal, and who he ſtands ſtill withal, 

Orla. I pr'ythee, whom «oth he trot withal ? 

Reſ. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage and the day 
it is ſolemnized : if the interim be but a ſe'nnight, 

- time's pace is ſo hard that it ſeems the length ot ſe- 
ven years. 

Orla. Who ambles time withal? 

Ref. With a prieft that lacks latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout; for the one ſleeps 
eaſily becauſe he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives 
merrily, becauſe he feels no pain: the one lacking 
the burden of lean and waſteful learning; the other | 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury-. 
Theſe time ambles withal. 

Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 

Rof. With a thief to the gallows: for though he 


| 


So 


| goes as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks himſelf too 
| ſoon there. 
Orla. Whom ſtays it til! withal ? 


Reſ. With lawyers in the vacation; for they ſleep | 
between term and term, and then they perceive not | 
how time moves. ' 

Orla. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? | 

Wich this ſhepherdeſs, my ſiſter, here in the 
Kirts of the foreſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orla. Are you native of this place ? | 

Ref. As the coney that you ſee dwell where ſhe is 
kiadled. 

Orla. Your accent is ſomething finer than you 
could purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. 

Ref. I have been told ſo of many; but indeed an 
old religious uncle of mine taught me to ſpeak, 
who was in his youth an inland man, one that 
knew courtſhip too well; for there he fell in love. 
I have heard him read many lectutes againſt it. I' 
thank God, I am not a woman to be touch'd with 
fo m'iny offences zs he hath generally tax'd thei: 
whole ſex withal. | 

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal 
evils that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Roſ. There were none principal, they were all like 
one another, as halfpence are; every one fault 
ſeeming monſtrous, til! his fellow fault came to 
match it. | 

Orla. I pr'ythee recount ſome of them. | 
4 Roſ. No; I will not caſt away my phyſick, but | 
x on thoſe that are fick, There is a man haunts the 
foreſt, that abuſes our young plants with carving 
Roſalind on their barks; hangs odes upon haw- 
thorne, and elegies on brambles; all, forfooth, dei- 
fying the name of Roſalind. If I could maet that 


fancy-monger, I would give him ſomeg zood cOun-es 
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ſel, for he ſeems to have the quotidian of love upon 
him. 
Orla. I am be that is fo love-ſhak'd ; I pray vn. 
cell me your remedy, TY 
Reſ. There is none of my uncle's marks upon 
yua; he taught me how to know a man in love z in 


which cage of ruiies J am ture you are not piiloner, 


Ori. What were his marks? 

R:/. A lan cheek, which you have not; a blue 
eye and funken, which you have not; an unquet- 
tionavle fpirit, which you have not; a beard neg- 
lected, which you have not; but I pardon” you for 
that, for imply your having no beard, is a youryer 
brother's revenue; then your hoſe ſhould be un- 
garter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your ſleeve un- 
button'd, your ſhoe untied, and every thing about 
you demonttrating a careleſs deſolation; but vou are 
no ſuch man, yuu are rather point device in your 
accoutrements, as loving yourſel:, than ſeeming the 
lover of any other. 

OV. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve 1 love, 

R:{. Me believe it! You may as ſoon make her 
that veu love believe it, which I warrant ſhe is 
apter to do, than to contels the does; that is one of 
the points in the which women ſtili give the lye to 
their conſciences. But in good ſooth, are you he 
that hangs the yerſes on the trees, wherein Roſalind 
is fo admir'd ? — 


o. II Ert to thee, youth, by the white hand - 


of Rofalin., I am he, that unfortunate he. 

Reſ. But are you ſo much in love, as your rhimes 
ſpeak ? 

Orla. Neither rhime nor reaſon can expreſs how 
much. 

Ref. Love is merely a madneſs, and, I tell you, 
deſerves as well a dark houſe and a whip, as med- 
men do: and the reaſon why they are ſo puniſh'd 
and curs'd, is, that the lunacy is ſo ordinary, that 
the whippers are in love tov: yet I profels curing it 
by counſel, 

Or/a. Did you ever cure any ſo? 

 Ryf. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his miſtreſs; and I ſet him 
every day to woo me. At which time would 1, be- 
ing but a moonith youth, grieve, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and likigg, proud, fantaſtical, 
apiſh, ſhallow, inconftant, full of tears, full of 
{miles ; for every paſſion ſomething, and tor no 
paſſion truly any thing, as bos and women ate for 
the moſt part cattle of this colour; would now Uke 
him, now lothe him; then entertain him, then 
foriwear him; now weep for him; then ſpit at him; 
that 1 drave my ſuitor from his mad humour cf 
love, to a living humour of madneſs, which was to 
forſwear the full ftream of the world, and to live in 
a nook merely monaſtickz and thus I cut'd him, 
and this way will I take upon me to waſh your liver 
as clear as a ſound ſheep's heart, that there ſhal! 
not be one ſpot of love ir't. 

Orla. Iwill not be cur'd, youth. 


I would cure yon if you would but call me 


Raſ. 

Rel lad, and come every day to my cote, and woo 
me. 

Orla. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell 
me where it 18, 

Ref. Go with me to it, and 1 will ſhew it you; 
and by the way you ſhall tell me where in the fo- 
reft vou live: will you go? 

Orla. With all my heart, good youth. 

R of. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Roſalind. 
Come, ſiſter, will vou ga? 
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Entcr Clown, Audrey, and Jaques, 


ch. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up |do you, Sir, you are very well met: Godild you 
your goats, Audrey; and now, Audrey, am i the for your laſt company, I am very glad to ſee you, 


2 Ft 15 


Clo, Good even, good maſter what ye call: how 


man yet? doth my ſimple feature content you? even a toy in hand here, Sir: nay, pray be cover'ds 
And, Vour features, lord warrant us; what fea» F Jag. Will you be married, Motley? 

Ch. As the ox hath his bow, Sir, the horſe his 
Clo. Jam here with thee and thy goats, as the |curb, and the falcon his bells, jo man hath his de- 

moſt capricious poet, honeſt Orid, was among the | fire; and as pigeons bill, io wedlock would be 


Coths. | nibbling. 
Jaq. O knowledge ill-habited, worſe than Jove | Taq. And will you, being a man of your breed- 
'n a thatch'd houſe. ins, be married under a buſh like a beggar? get 


Ch. When 2 man's verſes cannot be underſtood, g vou to church, and have a good prieſt that can tell 
nor a man's good wit ſeconded with the forward you what marriage is; this fellow will but join you 
child, underſtanding; it ſtrikes a man more dead together as they join wainſcot, then one of you 
than a great reckoning in a little room; truly Iwill prove a ſhrunk pannel, and like green timber, 
would the gods had made thee poetical. warp, warp, 

Aud. I do not know what poetical is ; is it honeſt { Cz, Iam not in the mind, but I were better to 
in deed and word; is it a true thing? de married of him than anctier; for he is not like 

Cie. No, truly; for the trueſt poetry is the moſt to marry me weil: and not being well married, it 
frigning, and lovers are given to poetry, and what will be a good excuſe for me hereafier to leave my 
they ſwear in poetry, may be ſaid as lovers they do | wite, 
teign, | Jag. Go thou with me, and let me counſel thee. 
Aud. Do you wiſh then that the gods had made | Clo, Come, ſweet Audrey, we mutt be married, 
me poetical ? or we muſt, live in bawidry: farewel, good Mr- 
Ce. 1 do, truly: for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou Oliver; not, O ſweet Oliver, O brave Oliver, 
art honeſt : now if thou wert a poet, I might Lave leave me not behind ther: bur wind away, be gone, 
lome hope thou didſt ſeign. I tay, 1 will not to wedding with thee, 

Ad. Would you not have me honeſt ? Sir Oli. Tie no matter: ne'cr a fantaſtical knave 

Ce. No, truly, unleſs thou wert hard-favour'e; | of them all ſhall flout me out of my calling. 
for honeſty coupled to brauvty, is to have honey a [ Exeunt. 
lavce to ſugar. 

Jag. A material fool. 

Aud, Well, 1 am not fair, and therefore I pray 
* gods make me honeſt. | confider that tears do not become 2 mais 

Chi. Truly, and to caſt away honeſty upon 2 Reſ. but have I not cauſe to weep ? 
ful fot, were to put good meat into an uaclean | Cel. As gogd caule as one would defire, therefore 
diſh, ; WEEP, 

Aud. Jam not a fſiut, though I thank the gods R. f. His very hair is of a diſſembling colour. 

Jam foul. | Cel. Something browner than ſudass: marrys 

Clo. Well, praiſed be the gods for thy foulneſs ; | his kiſſes are ſudas's own children. 
furtifhneſs may come hereafter ; but be it as it may Ref. I'taith his hair is ol a good colour. 
be, 1 will marry thee; and to that end | have been | Cel. An excellent colour: your cheſaut was ever 
I with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next the only colour. 

village, who hath promiſed to meet me at this place Reſ. And his kiſſing is as full of ſanctity as the 
of the foreſt, and to couple us. touch of holy beard. 

Jag. I would fain ſee this meeting. Cel. He hath "_ a pair of chaſte lips of Dianaz 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy. a nun of winter's Merhood kitizz not more religi- 

Cie. Amen. A man ma, it he were of a fear-{ouſly ; the very ice of chaſtity is in them. 

ful heart, ſtagger in this attempt ; for here we have Reſ. But why did he ſwear he would come this 

no temple but the wood, no aflembly but horn'd- | morning, and comes not? 

beats. But what tho'? Courage. As horns are odi- Cel. Nay, certainly there is no truth in him, 

ous, they are neceſſary. It is laid, many a man; Re. Do you think fo ? 

knows no end of his goods: tight; many a man] Cel. Yes, I think he is not a pick-purſe, nor a 

has good horns, and knows no end of them. Weil, | horſe.ftealer; but far his variety in love, I do 

that is the dowry of his wife, tis none of his own think him as concave as a cover'd goblet, or & 
getting; horns ? even ſo poor men alone worm-eaten nut. 

no, no, the nobleſt deer hath then as huge as the} Roſe Not true in love? 

rifcal ; is the fingle man therefore bletled ? no. Cel, Yes, when he is in; but I think he is 

As 4 wall'd town is wortbier than a village, fo is not in, | : 

the forchead of a married man more hvnourable| Rzf. You have heard him ſwear downright he 

than the bare brow of a batchelor; and by how | was. 

much detence is better than no ſkili, ſo much is a| Ce}. Was, is not is; beſides, the oath of a lover 

torn more precious than to want. is no ſtronger than the word of a tapſter; they are 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text, both the confirmers of faiſe reckonings ; he attends 

Here comes Sir Cliver. Sir Oliver Mar-tex*, you here in the foreſt on the Duke your father. 

zte well met. Will you diſpatch us here under this} Rof. I met the Duke yeſterday, and had much 

nee, or Pall we go with vou rowonr chapel ? queſtion with him: he ad me of what parentage 

Sir Oli, Is there none here fo give,the woman? |I was: I told him of as good as he; he laugh d, 

Civ. 1 will not take her. on eift ot any mans and let me go, But what tals we of fathers, when 

Sir Ot. Truly ſhe mult be given, or the marriage there is ſuch a man as Orlando? | 
dot lawful, | Co!. O that's a brave man, he writes brave verſes, 

Je. Proceed s preceed IN! give her, N brave words, ſweatrs brave oaths, aad breaks 


Enter Roſalind end Celia. 
Be Never talk to me, 1 will weep. 
Cel. Do, I pr'vtizce, but het have the grace to 
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them bravely z quite travers athwart the heart of | You toulith ſhepherd, wherefore do you follow her 


his lover, as a puiſ 
one fide, breaks hi taff like a noble gooſe; but 
alls brave that youth 


Who comes here ? . 


. 
Frier Conn 

Cor. Miſtreſs and maſter, you have oft enquir'd 
After the ſhepherd that complain'd of love, 
Whom you faw fitting by me on the turt, 
Praifing the proud diſdainful ſhepherdeſs 
That was his miftrefs. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? 

Cor. If you will ſee a pageant truly play'd 
Between the pale complexion of true love, 
And the red glow of ſcorn and proud diſdain; 
Go hence a little, and I ſhall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 

Rof. O come, let us remove; 
The fight of lovers feedeth thoſe in love: 
Bring us but to this fight, and you fhall jay, 
I prove a buſy actor in their play, { Exeunt. 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me; do not, Phebe; 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not fo 
In bitterneſs ; the common executioner, 


Whoſe heart th' accuſtom'd fight of death makes 


F.lts not the ax vpon the humbled neck, 

But firſt begs pardon : will you ſterner be 

Than be that des and lives by bloody drops? 

Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin, 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner, + 

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 

Thou tell'ſt me there is murder in mine eyes; 

Tis pretty fure, and very probable, ü 

That eyes that are the frail'ft and ſofteſt things, 

Who ſhut their coward gates on atomies, 

Should be cail'd tyrants, butchers, murderers, 


Now I do frown on thee with all my heart, 


[ hard, 


And it mine eyes can wound, now iet them kill thee: 


Now counterteit to ſwoon, why now fail dowg ; 
Or if thou can't not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame 
Lie not, to ſay mine eyes are murderers. 
Now ſhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee; 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some ſcar of it; Jean but upon a ruth, 
The cicatrice and Capable impreſſure 
T by palm ſome moment keeps: but now mine eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not? 
Nur, I am fure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt, 

Sal. O dear Phede, 
If ever (as that ever may be near) 
You meet in ſome zrefh: cheek the pow'r of fancy, 
Then ſhall vou {now the wounds inviſible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phe. But till that time 
Come not thou near me; 
ARG me with thy mocks, pity me not, 


As tilt that time I ſhall not pity thee. [mother, 


Wants, and folly guides. 


tilter, that ſpurs his horſe but Like foggy ſouth puffing with wind and rain? 


Vou are a thoutand times a properer man 

Than ſhe a woman. Tis ſach fools as you 

That make the world fo full of ill-favour'd chil. 
! dren; 

Tis, not her glaſs, but you that flatter her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees herſelt more proper 

Than any ot her lineaments can ſhow her, 

But, miſtreſs, know veurſelf, down on your knees, 
And thank heaven, faſting, for à good man's love; 


For mutt tell you friendly in „out car, 


Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer, 
Foul is moſt fou!, being foul to be a ſcoffer, 
| So take her to thee 3 ſhepherd, fare vou well, 
Pbe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a f ear to- 
f gether; 
had rather hear you chids than this man woo. 
! Ref. He's fall'n in love with your foulneſs, and 
ſhe*li fall in love with mine anger. If it be fo, as 
| faſt as ſhe anſwers thee wich frowning looks, 1'il 
fauce her with bitter words: Why luck you ſo up- 
on me ? 
' Phe For no ill will T bear you, 
Reſ. I pray you do not fall in love with me, 
For I am falſer t}.an vows made in wine ; 
Beſides, I like you not. If you would know my 
f houte, 
"Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by: 
Will you go, fifter? Shepherd, ply her hard: 
Come, lifter ; ſhephercets, look on bim better, 
And be not proud, tho? all the world could ſee, 
None could be ſo abus'd in fight as he. 
Come, to our flock. [Exi, 
i Phe. Dead ſhepherd, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Who ever lov's, that lov'd not at firſt ſiglit? 
Lil. Sweet Phebe ! 
Phe. Hah, what fay'ſt thou, Silvius? 
Fil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 
| Phe Why, I am forty for thee, gentle Silviue, 
| Sil, Wherever ſorrow is, relief would be; 
If you do forrow at my grief in love, 
By giviag love, your forrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. 
; Phe. Thou haſt my love; is not that neighbour!r? 
Sil. 1 would have vou. 
| Phe. Why that were covetouſneſs. 


Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee : 


| And yet it is not that I bear thee lore ;; 
{ But fince that thou can'ft talk of love ſo well, 
Thy company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 
Iwill endure; and Vil employ thee too: 

But do not look for further recompence, 

Than thine own eladnefs that thou art employ'sd. 
Sit. So holy and fo perſect is my iove, 


and when that time comes, And ſuch a poverty of grace attends it, 


That! ſhould think it a moſt plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 


Feſ. And why, I pray you? Who might be your That the main harveſt reaps} looſe now and they 


That vou inſult, cxult, and rail, at once, 

Over the wretched? What tho? you have no beauty, 
As, by my faith, I ſee no more in you 

Than without a candle may go derk to bed) 

Muſt you be therefore proud and pitileſs? 

Why, what means this? why do you look on me ? 
I fee vo more in you than in tke ordinary 

Of nature's ſale- work: odds, my little life, 

IF thiriz ſhe means to tangle mine eyes too; 

No, iatth, proud miſtreſs, hope not after it, 

Tie not yoor inky brows, your black filk hair, 
Your bugle-exe-balls, ror your t/cek of cream, 
It dn entme my ipirits to p07 worigip. 


A ſcatter'd ſmile, and that I'll live upon. 
| Phe, Know'tt thou the youth, that ſpoke to me 
| ere-while ? 

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old Cailot once was mafeer of. 
| Pie. Think not 1 love him, though I ak ſor 

him; 
Tis but a peeviſh boy, yet he talks well. 
| But what care | for worde; yet words do well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſg that hear: 
| It is a pretty youth, not very pretty; 
Put ſure he's proud, and yer his pride becomes him; 
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fe'll make a proper man | the beſt thing in him 
his complexion; and faſter than his tongue 

bid make offence, his eye did heal it up: 

He is not very tall, yet for his years ke's tall; 


Inis leg is but ſo ſo, and yet tis well; 


There was 2 pretty re dneſs in his lp, 
A little riper and more luſty red 
„Than tha: mix'd in his cheek ; 'twas juſt the 
© difference 
« Betwixt the conftant red and mingled damaſk.” 
There be ſome women, Silvius, had they mark'd 
him 
In parcels, as I did, wonld have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
] love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
have more cauſe to hats him than to love him; 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He laid mine eyes were black, and my hair black, 
And, now I am remcmbred, ſcorn'd at me! 
| marvel why 1 anſwer's not again; 
But that's all one, omittance is no quittance. 
I! write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou ſhalt beat it; wilt thes Silvius? 
Sil. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe, Lil write it ſtraight: 
The matter's in my head, and in my heart. 
} will be bitter with him, and paſling ſhart: 
Co with me, Silvius. 


4 J.. 


0 IV. 
SCENE I. continue in the Foreſt. 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Jaques. 


7. Pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 


acquainted with thee. 

Roſ. They ſay you are a melancholy fellow. 

Ja "pe Im ſo; I do love it better than laughing. 

Re. Thoſe that are in extremity of either, are 
zbominable fellows, and betray themſelves to every 
modern ce nfure, worſe than drunkards. 

Jag. Why, tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. 

227 Why then ' tis good to de 2 poſt. 

Jag. 1 are neither the ſcholar's melancholy, 
which is emulation; nor the muſician's, which is 
fantaſtical; nog the courtiers, which is proud; nor 
we ſoldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, | 
Which bs politick; nor the lady's, which is nice; 


nor the lover's, which is all theſe: but it is 2 
melancholy of mine own, compounged of many | 


ſmples, extracted from many objects, and indeed 


the ſundry contemplation of my travels, in which , 


my often rumination wraps me in a mo humorous | 
N 

Reſ. A traveller! by my faith you have great 
reaſon to be ſad; I fear you have ſold your own 
lands, to fee other men's: then, to have ſeen 
much, and to have nothing, is to have lich eyes 
and poor hands. 

Jag. Yes, I have gain'd experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

R:ſ. And your experience makes you ſad: I bad 
rather have a fosl to make me merry, than ex- 
perience to make me ſad, and to travel for it too. 

Orla. Good day, and happineſs, dear Roſalind. 

Jag. Nay, then God b'w'you, an you talk in 
blank verſe. [ Exit. 

Reſ. Farewel, monſieur traveller look vou 


liſp, and wear ſtrange ſuits; diſable all the benents , 


of your own country; be out of love with your na— 


tivity, and almoſt chide God ſet makipg you mat, 


* 
\cauntenance you are, or I will ſcarce think you 
have ſwam in a gondola Why, how now, Or- 
;lando, where have you been all this while? You a 
lover! an you ſerve me ſuch another trick, never 
come in my ſight more. | 

Orla. My fair Roſalind, I come witkin an hour 
of my promiſe. 

RS Break an hour's promiſe in love? he that 
will divide a minute into a thoufand parts, and 
'bre ak but a part of 2 thouſandth park of a minute 
in the affalts of love, it may be ſaid of him, that 
, Cupid hath clapt him o'th* ſhoulder, but III War- 


' 


rant him heart-whole, 


ö Orla . Pardon me, dear Roſalind. 
K. Nay, and you be ſo tardy, come no more in 
ty tight, I had as lief be woo'd of a ſnail. 

Orla. Of a ſnail ? 

i R:/. Ay, of a ſnail : for tho“ he comes ſlowly, 
he carries his houſe on his head: a better jointure, 
{1 think, than you make a woman; beſides he 
brings his deſtiny with him. | 

Orla. What's that? 

Reſ. Why, horns ? which ſuch as you, are fain 
to be beholden to your wives for; but he comes 
armed in his fortune, and prevents the ſlander of 
his wife, 

Orla. Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Roſa- 
lind is virtusus. 

R:/. And J am your Roſalind. 

Cel. It pleaſes him to call you ſo; but he hath 
a Roſalind of a better leer than you. 
| Reſ. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in 
[a holiday humour, and like enough to conſent ; 
what would vou ſay to me now, an I were your 
very, very Rofalind ? 
| Or/a. 1 would kiſs before I ſpoke. 

i _ Ref. Nay, you were better ſpeak firft, and when 
you were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might 
take occaſion to kits, Very good orators, when 
they are out, they will ſpit, and for lovers lacking 
God warn us) matter, the cleanlieſt fhitr is to 
(kiſs. 

Ona. How, if the kiſs be denied | 

Re | Then ſhe puts you to Entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 

Orla. who could be out, being before his beloved 

miſtreſs ? 

Ro. Marry, that ſhould you, if I were your 
miſtreſs, or 1 ſhouid think my honefty ranker than 
my wit. 

Orla. What of my ſuit ? 
Reſ. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
(uit, Am not I your Roſalind ? 

Orla. I take lome Joy to ſay you are, becauſe I 
would be dalking of her. 

þ Reſ. Well, in her perſon, I ſay I will not have 
Ps 

| Orla. Then in mine own perſon I die. | 
RNeſ. No faith, die by attorney; the poor world 
is almoſt fix thouſagd years old, and in all this time 
there was not any man dicd in his own perſon, vi- 
delicet, in a love-cauſe; Troilus had his brains 

a!h'd out with a Grecian club, yet he did what he 
could to die before, and he is one of the patterns 
of love. Leander, he would have liv'd many a fair 
year, tho' Hero had turn'd nun, if it had not been 
ſor a hot Midiummer night ; ; for, geod youth, he 
went but forth to waſh in the Helleipont, and be- 
ing taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the 
olim chroniclers of that age found it was---Hero 
of Seſtos. But thele are all lies ; men have died 
from time ts time, and we:ms have caten them, 
out not for love. 
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Roſ. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee ez 
hours. 
Orla. 1 muſt attend the Duke at dinner; by two 
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Orla. I would not have my right Roſalind ef this 
mind, for 1 proteſt her frown might kill me. 

Roſ. By this hand it will not kill a fly; but 
come; now I will be your Roſalind in a more, o'clock I will be with thee again. 


coming-on diſpoſition ; and aſk me what you will, Ref. Ay, go your vie, go your Ways; I knew 
I will grant it. hat you would prove, my friends tel} me as inuch, 
Orla. Then love me, Roſalind. and I thought no leſs; that flattering tongue. of 
R2f. Ves, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays, | your's won me : tis but one caft away, and (0 come 
N leath. Two o' th' clock is your hour 
Cra. And wilt thou have me? | Orla. Ay, tweet Rofalind. 
Ref Ay, and twenty fuch. | Rf. By :iny troth, and in good earneft, and ſo 
Or. What ſay'ſt thou? { God mend me, and by all pretty oa*%hs that are no! 
Ref. Are you not good ? dangerous, If you break che jot of yaur promile, or 
bo. come one minute behind your hour, 1 will thiak 
Rof. Why then, can one defire too much ef a you the molt pathetical break promiſe, ind the mos 
good thing? come, fiſter, you hall be the prieſt, hollow lover, and the moſt unworthy of her you 


that? 
47 To ſay ſhe came to ſeek you there: you 
4 


and marry us. 
what do „ou ſay, titer ? 

Orla. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot ſay the words. 

Naſ. you mutt begin, Will you Orlando 1 

Cel. Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife, 
this Roſalind? — 

Orla. I will. 

Reſ. Ay, but when? 

Orla, Why now, as fait as ſhe can marry ns. | 

Ro. Then you muſt ſay, I take thee, Roſalind, ' 

fer Vite. | 

Ora. I take thee, Roſalind, for wife. ' 

R2o/. I might atk you for your commitſion, but 1 
do take thee, Orlando, for my huſband : there's a 
girl goes before the prieſt, and certainly a woman's | 
thought runs before her actions. 

Orla. So do all thoughts; they are wing'd. | 

Rof. Now tell me how long you would have her 
after you have poſtct her. 

Orla. For ever and a day. - 

Raf. Say a dzy without the ever: no, no, Or- 
Jando, men are April when they woo, December | 
when they wed : maids are May when they are 
maids, but the ſky changes when they are wires; 
I will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock- 
Pigeon over his hen; more clamorous than a parrot 
againſt rain; more new-tangled than an ape; more 
ou in my defires than a monkey; I will weep | 

or nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will 
do that when you are diſpos'd to be merry : 1 will, 
j 


) 


_—-- 
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laugh like a hyen, and that when you re inclin'd 
to ſleep. 

Orla. But will my Roſalind do ſo ? 

Rofſ. By my life, ſhe will do as I do. 

Orla. O, bur the is wiſe. 8 

Reſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the wit to de 
this; the wiſer, the waywarder: make the doors 
faſt upon a woman's wit, and it will out at the 
eaſement ; ſhut that, *twill out at the key-hole ; | 
ſtop that, it will fly with the ſmoke out at the 
chimney. 

Orla. A man that hath a wife with ſuch a wit, | 
he might ſay, Wit, whether wilt? | 

Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it, 
till you met your wite's wit going to your neigh- 
bour's bed. 

Orla. And what wit could wit have to excuſe 


1 
1 


Mould never take her without her anſwer, unleſs 
you take her without her tongue. O that woman, 
that cannot make her fault her huſband's occaſion, | 
let ker never nurſe her child herſelf, for the will | 
breed it like a fool. 


Give me your hand, Ortando: call Refalind, that may be choſen out of the grots 
band of the unfaithful: therefore beware my cen- 


fure, and keep your promiſe. 
Orla, With no leſs religion, than if thou wert 


indeed my Rotalind 3 fo adieu. 
Roſ. Well, time is the old juſtice that examines 


Adieu. 

{ Exir Orlz. 

Cel. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſex in your 
love-prate : we muſt have vour doublet and hoſe 
pluck'd over your head, and ſhew the world what 
the bird hath done to her own neft. 

R:;j. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou didit know how many fathom deep I am in 
love ! but it cannot be ſounded; my ſaffection hath 
an unknown bottom, like the bay ot Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faſt as you 


all ſuch oftenders, and let time try. 


pour affection in, it runs cut. 


Reſ. No, that ſame wicked baſtard of Venus, that 


was begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleen, and bara 
of madneſs, that blind raſcally boy, that abuſes 
' every one's eyes, becauſe his own are out, let ham 


de judge, how deep Iam in love: I'll tell thee, 

Aliena, I cannot be out of the ſight of Orlando, 
i'll go find a ſhadow, and figh till he come. 

Cel. And Iii neep. r rennt. 
Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foreſters. 

Jag. Which is he that kill'd the deer“ 

Lord. Sir, it was 1. 

Jag. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a 
man congueror, and it would do weil to ler ne 
deer's heraus upon hie head, for a branch of victor ; 
have you no ſung, foreſter, for this purpote ? 

Fer. Yes, Sir. 

Tag. Hing it: tis no matter how it bein tune, 
ſo it make noiſe enough. 

Mutſitck, Song. 
What Pall be blase thet kill'd the deer? 
His leather Ain and borns to wveas ; 
Then ting Tim beme- rale cbou mo ;corn 
og wvear the born, the burn, the bin. 
I: «vs a creſb ere tleu waſſ ern. 
Thy father's father wore it, 
Ar:d thy father bore it. 
The cru, the burn, the lufly bern, 
J: not a thirg to laugh to ſcor n. 
Futer Rotalind and Cela. 
Reſ. Wow ſay you no, is it not pull two o'clock? 
I wonder much Orlando is not hers. 

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and truue!rd 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, ana :7 
gene forth to flecp : look, who comes here. 

Enter Silvius. | 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth. 


| My gentle Phebe bid me give you this; 


Orla. For theſe two hours; Rofaligd, 1 Wi know not the contents; but, 281 gucis, 


2Ys thee. 


| By the Rern brow and waſpiih action 


ee eg 


dy [wy 


I ::new þ 


much, 
ue of 
O come 


and ſo 
are not 
nic, or 

think 
1e mot? 
ef YOu 
2 gross 


7 cen- 


é wert 


aminez 


Or! 
n Your 
d hoſe 
| what 


E, that 

am in 
N hath 
: M 


«> YOU 


8, that 
1d born 
abuſes 
et hem 
| thee, 
rlando, 


lock? 


„abend 
and 7 


W 


Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bears an angry tenure; pardon me, 
] am but as a guiltleſs meſſenger. 
Ref. Patience herſelf would ftartle at this letter, 
And play the ſwaggerer ; bear this, bear all. 
She ſavs I am not fair, that I lack manners; 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as Phenix: odds, my will, 
Her love is not the hare that 1 do hunt. 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? Well, ſhepherd, well; 
This is a letter of your own device. 
Sil. No, | proteſt I know not the contents: 
Phe be did write it. ” 
Ref. Come, come, you're a fool, 
And turn'd into th' extremity of love. 
| ſaw her hand, the has a leathern hang, 
A free-ſtone colour'd hand; I verily dil think 
That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands; 
She has a hñouſewife's hand, but that's no matter 
| ſay ſhe never did invent this letter, 
This is a man's invention, and his hand. 
Fil. Sure it is hers, 
Ref. Why, "tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, 
A ſtile for chailengers; why, the defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriſtian; woman's gentle brain 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention. 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance; will you hear the letter? 
Sil. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 
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The rank of oſiers, by the murmuring ſtream, 
Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the houſe doth keep itſelf, 
There's none within. 
Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcription ; 
Such garments, and ſuch years: the boy is fairy 
Of female favour, and beſtows himſelf 
Like a ripe ſiſter; but the woman low, 
And browner than her brother. Are not you 
The owners of the houſe I did enquire for? 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being aſk'd, to ſay we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both 
And to that youth he calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 
Rej. Iam. What muſt we underſtand by this? 
Oli. Some of my ſhame; if you will know of mg 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was ftain'd. 
Cel. I pray you tell it. 
Oli. When laſt the young Orlando parted from youg 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and, pacing through the foreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel | He threw his eve aſide, 
And mark what object did preſent itſelf. 
Under an oak, whoſc boughs were moſs'd with agey 
And high-top bald, with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
| Lay ſleeping on his back! about his neck 


R:\. She Phebe's me; mark how the tyrant writes. A green aud gilded ſnake had wreath'd itſelf, 


[Reads] Art tte Ged by IO turn'd, 
Thet s maiden's heart bath burn'd ? 
Can a woman rail thus? 
Sil. Call you this railing ? 
Ref. [Reads.] Why, thy podbrad laid apart, 
Warr'fi theu with a vvoman's Heart? 
Did you ever hear ſuch railing * 
WWhiles the eye of man did 2020 me, 
That cculd de no vengeance te Mts 
Meaning me a beaſt, 
17 the ſcorn of your bright ey ne 
Hawe power te raiſe ſuch love in mine, 
Alach, in me, what ftrange effect 
Would they work in mild aſpedt ? 
Whites you chid me, I did love, 
Mew then might your prayers move? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knows this lowe in me; 
Ard by him ſeal up thy mind, 
WW tether that thy youth and kind 
W:1! che faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can mae; 
Or eiſe by bim my love deny, 
And then 1/0 ftudy how to die. 
Sil. Call you this chiding ? 
Alas, peer ſhepherd! ö 


R.. Do you pity him? No, he deſerves no pity. 
in thou lave ſuch a woman? what, to make thee 
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Who with her head nimble in threats approach'd 
The opening of his mouth: but ſuddenly, 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itſelf, 
And with indented glides did flip away 
| Into a buſh; under which buſh's ſhade 
A lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watchg 
When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir; for tis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt, 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead: 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother; his eldeſt brother. 
Cel. O, I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame bro- 
And ke did render him the moſt unnatural {therg 
That liv'd 'mongſt men. 
Oi. And well he might fo do; 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
| R-{. But to Orlando; did he leave him there, 
Food to the ſuck'd and hungry lioneſs ? 
| Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos d ſo : 
But kindneſs, nobler ever than revenge, 
| And nature ſtronger than his juſt occation, 
| Made him give battle to the lioneſs; 
| Who quickly fell before him; in which hurtlingy 
From miſerable ſlumber I awaKk'd. 
Cel. Are you his brother? 
Reſ. Was't you he reſcu'd ? 2 
Cel. Was t you that did fo oft contrive to kill him > 


an \nitrument, and play falſe ſtrains upon thee ? 
Not to be endur'd! Well, go your way to her, for 
I ſee love bath made thee a tame ſnake, and ſay 
tuis to her, that if ſhe love me, I charge her to 


| love thee : if ſhe will not, I will never have her, 


unleſs thou intreat for her. If you be a true lover, 
hence, and not a word ; for here comes more com- 
pany. 8 { Exit Sil. 
Enter Oliver. [know, 
Oli. Good-morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you 
Waere in the purlieus of this foreſt ſtands 
A ſheep - cote fenc'd about with olive-trees ? 


Cel. Weſt of this place, down in the neighbours 


bottom x 


Oliv. Twas I, but 'tis not I; I do not ſhame 
To tell you what I was, fince my converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 

Ref. But for the bloody napkin ? 

Oliv. By and by. 
When from the firſt to laſt, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that deſart place; 
In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave-me freſh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love, 
Who led me inſtantly unto his cave; 
There ſtrip'd himſebs and hers vpen his arm 
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The lionets had torn ſome fleſh away, 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
Ang cry'd, in faint'og, upon Roſalind. 

Brief, J recover'd him, bound up his wound, 


And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, a 


le ſent me hither, ſtranger as J am, 
Toqgell this rtory, that you might excuſe 
His bryken promiſe z and to give This napkin, 
Dy's is: his blood, 1 * the ſhepherd youth 
Thatche in ſport doth call his Roſalind, 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganimed ; ſweet Ganimed' 


[Roſ. faints. | 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do look on | 


blood. 
Cel. There is no mare in't. Couſin Ganimed ! 
Oli. Look, he recovers. 
© Roſh. Would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm. 


— 0 - + | 
Be of good cheer, youtn? You a man 


vou lack a man's heart. | 

RV I do fo, I confeſs it. Ab, Sir, a bod) 
would think this was well „ end, | pra; 
you, tell your brother how weil I counterfeited : 
heizh ho U 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great 
ecftimony in your complexion, that it was a paſſior 
of earneſt, 

Rf. Counterfeit, I aſſure YOu. 

Oz, Well then, take a good heart, and counter- 
felt to be a man. 

Raſ. So I do: but i'faich, I ſheuid have been 
woman by right. 

. Come, vou look paler end paler; pray vou 
draw home cards; goed Sir, „eth us. 

0. That will 1; for I mutt bear anſwer back, 
How? you excaſe my brothe?, Rotalind 


«Raf. I mall deviſe ſomething; but I pray you 


comment my counterfeiting to Aim. Vyil! vou ga? 


sees ese cee ce N. C CDF 5 
Ae T V. 
SCENE JI. the Ter est. 
Enter Clown gn Aude 
e E ſhall gud a time, Audrey; patience, 
gentle Audrey 

And. Faith, the prieſt was good enough, for 2! 
the old gentleman's ſaving. 

CH. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Andrev; 2 m7 
vile Mar-text ! But, Audrev, there is 4 vouth | dete 
in the foreſt lays Haim to you. 

Aud. Av, I know who tis; he hati: no intereſt 
in the world; here comes he man you mean. 

Enter William. 
Co. It is meat and 0 to me to ſee a clown; 


L % © PF 


good ; and yet it is not; it is but ſu ſo. Art thoy 
wile ? ? 
| Wh Ay Sir, have a pretty wit. 
1 es thou ſay'ft well: 1 do now 5 
ſaving, The foot doch think he 15 » dut the 


| wife man knows himielf to be a l. The bei. 
[then philoſopher, when he had a deſite to eat: 
| grape, would open his lips when he putt into his 
mout® ; meaning thereby, that grapes were mate 
to cat, and lips to open. You do love this maid ? 
Will. 1 do, Sir. 
Cie. Give me thy hand: art thou learned? 
Mill. No, Sir. 
| Ci. Then learn this of me; to have, is to have, 
| For it Is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being 
| poured out of a cup into a glaſs, by filling the on: 
doth empty the other. Fer all your writers 
| conſent, that ipſe is he: now you are not ipte, 
tor | am he. 
Will. Which he, Sir? 
| Ci. He, Sir, that muſt marry this woman: 
; therefore, you clown, ay indon ; which is in th- 
; vulgar, leave the ſociety; which in the booriſh, 
| company, of this female; which in the common, 
is woman; which together is, abandon the locietz 
t this female; or, clown, thou periſheſt 3 or, to 
thy better uederſtanding, dieſt; or, to wit, I kill 
thee, make thee away, tranſlate thy lite 
| th thy liberty into bondage; I will deal 
onvifon with thee, or in baſtinado, or in Reel; ! 
will bandy with thee in faction, I will ofer-rw 
tHee with policy, I will kill thee a hundred and itt) 
Ws; therefore tremble and depart, 
And. Do, cord W:liiam. 
Mliam. God reſt vou, merry Sir. Exit. 
Ener Corin 
Cer. Our muſter and miſtreſs ſeek vou; come 
away, aware 


4e. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey; I attend, at- 
tend. [ Exeur:, 
Fr» Orlando od Oliver, 

Orla. Is't poflible, that on is littie acauaintance 

* u mould like her? that, el tecings YOu? } 
jove her; and loving, woe; and wo ing, W 
hould grant? and will vou perievere to cxjoy her ? 
Oli. Neit! ier call the giddineſs of it in queſtion, 
the poverty of Has, the tmall acquainta! wet, m. 
n wooing, nor her ſudden daz; but 
ſ2y with me I love ABER] ſay with her that the 
loves me; conſent with both, that we may ce 
ach other; it ſhall be to your good: for my fe- 
ther's houſe, and all the revenue that was 014 Str 
Rowling's will 1 eſtate upon you, and here Live at! 
tic a ſhepherds 

| Enter Roſalind. 

DO. You have my conſent. Let vour wedding 
be to-morrow ; thither will I invite the Duke, and 


by my troth, we that have good wits have much to |all his contented followers; go you and prepart 


anſwer for: we ſhall be flout? g; we cannot hold, 

Wiil. Good ev'n, Audrey. 

Aud. God ye good ev'r, William. 

Nil. And good ev'n to you, Sir, 

Cle. God ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, 
cover thy head; nay, pr'ythee be cover d. How 
old arg you, friend? 8 

Ai. Five and twenty, Sir. 

Co. A ripe age; i: thy name William? ? 

Wil. William, Sir. 

Clo. A fair name. Waſt born i' th' foreſt here? 

Vill. Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Cie. Thank God, a good anſwer : art rich? 

il. Faith, Sir, ſa, fo. | 

£/7. So lo is good, very good, very.excllcat 


| Aliena j for leck you, here comes my Rotalint. 
Refs God ſave you, brothers 
| Ott. And you, fair fiiher. 
| R. Oh, my dear Orlando, how it grieve: me £2 
ſee thee wear thy heart in a tcart, 

Orla. It is my arm. 

Roſ. I thought thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

Orla. Wounded it is, but with the eves of a lac). 

Ro. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to fwoom, when he ſhew'd me your hand- 
kerchief? 

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Reſ. O, I know where you are: nay, tis $7 
there was never any thing to ſuddgn, buy the ng" 


— 


ws 


>». 8 5 ' » 


oman : 
in tho 


" fy 
rin, 


weddin 


! n 
Ke, 17 


4 * * 


prepa 


15 1 
A1133Cs 


f Pi la Ys 


TA 
tis rue, 
the Nan! 


AS 1 0 U 1. TE” Tas 


of two rams, and C:eſar's Thraſonical brag, of 1 Orla. And fo am I for Roſalind. 
ame, ſaw, and overcame: for your brother and] Ref. And to am I for no woman. Mm 
my ſiſter no Tooner met but they looked; no ſooner} Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you? 


looked, but they lov'd; no ſooner Jov'd, but they [To Role 
figh'd ; no ſooner ſigh'd, but they aſk'd one another | Sil. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
the reaſon 3 no ſooner knew the reaſon, but they [To Phe. 


ſought the remedy; and in theſe degrees have they | O,. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
made 2 pair of ftairs to marriage, which they will] Roſ. Who do you ſpeak to? why blame you me 


climb incontinent, or elie be incontinent before to love you ? 
marriage; they are in the very wrath of love, and| Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 
they will together. Clubs cannot part them. Roſ. Pray you, no more of this; tis like the 


Orla. They ſhall be married to-morrow; and I howling of Iriſh wolves againſt the moon; I will 
will bid the Puke to the nuptial. But O, how bit- | help you if I can; I would love you if I cou'd; 
ter a thing it is to look into happineſs through ano- | to-morrow meet me all together: I will marry you, 


ther man's eyes : by ſo much the more ſhall I to- if ever I marry woman, and I'll be married to- 


motrow be at the height of heart-heavineſs, by how | morrow; [To Phe,] I will ſatisfy you, if ever T 
much 1 ſhall thiok my brother happy, in having | ſatisfied man, aud you ſhall be married to-morrow z; 


what hc withes for. . Orla. J 1 will content you, if what pleaſes you 
Roj. Why then to-morrow I cannot ſerve your | contents you, and you ſhall be married to-morrow z 
turn for Roſalind. [77 Sil.] As you love Roſalind meet, as you love 
Ola. I can live no longer by thinking. Phebe meet, and as I love no woman, I'll meets 


J 1 will weary you then no longer with idle So fare you well; I have left you commands, 
talking. Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to Sil. Vil not fail, if 1 live. 


ſome purpole, that I know you are a gentleman of Phe... Nor l. | 
good conceif, I ſpeak not this, that you ſiou'ld Oria. Nor I. [Exeunts 
bear a good opinion of my kn wiedge ; inſomuch, 1 Enter Clown and Audrey. 


fav, I know what you are; neither do 1 labour tor | Cie. Te-morrow 1s the joytu! day, Audrey; to- 
a greater efeem than may in ſome little meaſure | morrow we will be married. 

draw a belief from you, to do yourſelf good, and Aud. I do defire it with all my heart; and I hope 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you pleaſe, that fit is no diſhoneſt defire, to defire to be a woman of 
1 can do fliange things; 1 have, ſince I was three tne world, Here comes two of the baniſh'd Duke's 
vears old, convers'd with a magician, moſt protound | pages. 


in his art, and yet not damnabie, If you do love Enter two Pages. 
Roſalind, ſo near the heat, as your geſture cries it 1 Page. Well met, honeft gentleman. 


out, when your brother marries Aliena, you hall Ch. By my troth, well met: come, fit, lit, and 
marry her. I know into what ſtraits of fortune ſhe | a ſong. 


is driven, and it is not impoſiible to me, if it appear; 2 Page. We are for you; fit i' th' middle, 


not inconvenient to you, to ſet her be'ore your eyes 1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without 
to-morrow ; human as ſhe is; and without any | hawking or ſpitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, which 
danger. are the only prologues to a bad voice? | 

Orla. Speakeſt thou in ſcber meanings? E faith, i'faith, and both in a tune, like 

Roſ. By my life I do; which 1 tender dearly, two gypties on a horſe. 
though I Tay L am a magician : therefore put you on ' 8 -- os 
your beſt array, bid your friends; for if you will be] I. vas a lever ard bis laſs, 
married to-morrow, you ſhall; and to Roſalind, if With a bey, and a bo, and a bey noninsg 
You will. ; i That ver the green corn-field did paſs 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. lr ttc ſoring time the pretty ſpring time, 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of | Wen buds ds ſing, hey ding a ding, ding: 
her's. ; | Sweet ier love the ſpringe 

. Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentle-| Ard therefore take the prejent time, . 
To ſhew the letter that J writ to you. [ nels, } With a Iq, ard a be, and a hey nenins; 

R2(. I care not if I have; it is my ſtudy Fer ve is crown'd with the prime, 

To ſeen deſpitetul and ungentle to you: | In the ſpring time, &c. 
You are there fo.low'd by a faithful ſhepherd; Bet cvecn the acres of the rye, 
Look upon him, love him; he worſhips you. With a hey, and a be, and a hey noninsg 

Phe. Goed ſhepherd, tell this youth what *tis to Theſe pretty country-folks <would ye 

Sil. It is to be made all of fighs and tears, [love. In the ſpring time, &c. 

And ſy am I for Phebe. The carr! they began that. hor, 

Phe. And ] tor Ganimed. ib a hey, and a be, and a hey noninog 

Orla. And 1 for Rovalind. Hoco that life was but a flower, 

Roſ. And 1 for no woman. In tbe pris time, &c. 

Sil. It is to be made all of faith and ſervice; C/;, Trul-, young gentleman, though there was 
And ſo am | for P>ebe, no great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 

Phe. And 1] for Ganimed. untoncable. 

Cra. And ] tor Roſalind. 1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we 

Re. And I ror no woman. loſt not our time. 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantaſy, _ Clo. By may treth, yes; I count it but loſt time 
All made of paſſion, aud all made ot wiſhes, Ito hear ſuch a fooliſh ſong. God b'w'you, and 
All adoration, duty and obſervance, God mend your voices, Come, Audrey. [Excuns. 
All humbleneſs, all patience, and impatience, Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, 
All purity, all trial, all obſervance ; Oliver, aud Celia. 

And to am I tor che, Duke Sen, Doſt thou believe, Ortando, that the 


Poc. And 10 am 1 for Canimed. Can ds all this that he hath promis'd ? boy 
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Oria. I ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do 


not; 
As thoſe that fear they hope, ard know they fear. 
Enter Roſalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 
Ref. Patience once more, whilſt our compact is 
urg'd; 
You ſav, if 1 being in your Roſalind, [To che Duke. 
You will beſtow her on Orlando here? 
Dube Sen. That would I, had 1 kingdoms to give 
with her. 
Ref. And vou fay you will have her when I bring 
her * [To Orlando, 
Orla. That wonld I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Rf. You ſay you'll marry me, if I be willing. 
[ To Phebe. 
Phe. That will f, ſhould I die the hour after. 
R. But if you do refuſe to marry me, 
You'll give yourſe!f to this moſt faithful ſhepherd. 
Phe. Sv is the bargain, 
N. You fay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? 
[T Silvius. 
Sil. Tho' to have her and death were both one 
thing. 
Re, I've promis'd to make al! this matter even; 


Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter; | 
You, yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : 


Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me; 
Or elſe, refuſing me, to wed this ſhepherd. 

Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 
If the refuſe me; and from hence I 2» 

To make theſe doubts all even, [Ex. Roſ. and Cel. 


EE EF: 


dulcet diſeeſes. 

Faq. But for the ſeventh cauſe; how did you 
find the quarrel on the ſeventh cauſe ? 
| | Clo. Upon a lie ſeven times remov'd; (bear your 
body more ſeeming, Audrey) As thus, Sir; I did 
diſlike the cut of 2 certain courtier's beard; he 
ſent me word, if I ſaid his beard was not cut wel, 
he was in the mind it was: this is call'd the re: on 
courteous. If I fent him word again, it was not 
well cut, he wou'd fend me word, he cut it to pleaſe 
himſel:: this is call'd the quip modeſt. It apain, 
it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment: this 
is call'd the reply churiliſh. If 1 in, it was not 


is call'd the reproof valiant. If a gain, it was not 
well cut, he would ſay 1 lie : this is call'd the conn- 
der- check quattelſome; and ſo the he citcumſtan- 
tial, and the lie direct. 

Jag. And how oft did you ſay his beard was not 
well cut? 

Clo, I durſt Ly no farther than the lie circum- 
ſtantial; nor be durſt not give me the lie direct; 
and ſo we? meaſured ſwords, and parted, 

Jag. Can you nominate in order, nbw, the dee 
grees of the lie ? 

Clo. O, Sir, we e quarrel in print, by the book; 23 
you have books for good manners. I will name 
you the degrees, The firſt, the retort courteous 3 
the ſecond, the quip modeſt; the third, the id 
churliſh ; the fourth, the reproof : aliant 3 the ſifth 


Duke Sen. I do remember in this ſhepherd boy, 
Some lively touches of my daughter's favour, 
Orla. My lord, the firſt time I ever ſaw him, 
Merhonght he was a brother to your daughter; 
But, my good lord, this boy is foreſt-born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies by his uncle; 


thought bat of an If; as, 


| the counter-check quarreiſome ; ; the ſixth, the K 
with circumſtance; the ſeventn, the lie direct, All 


thefe you may avoid, but the ſie direct; and you 
may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when ſe- 
ven juſtices could nat take up a quarrel, but when 
the parties were met themſelves, one of them 
It you ſaid fo, then 1 


Whom he reports to be © great magician, | ſaid fo; and they ſhook hands, and ſwore brothers, 


Obſcured in the circle of this foreſt. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 
Jag. There is (ure anther flood toward, and 


theſe couples are coming to the ark. Here comes 
a pair of very ſtrange beafts, which in all tongues 
are call'd fools. 

Cle. Salutation and greeting to vou all. 

Faq. Good, my lord, big him welcome. This 
1s the motley-minded pentieman that I have fo 
often met in the toreſt : he hath been a courtier, 
he ſwears. 

Clo, If any man doubt that, let him put me to 
my purgation. I have trod a meaſure, I have flat- 
ter d a lady, I have been politick with my friend, 
ſmooth with mine enemy, I have undone three tay- 
lors, I haves Bad tour quarrels, and like to have 

ſouglit one. 

Jag. And how was that ta'en up? 

Ties "Faith we met, and found the quarrel was 
vpon the ſeventh cauſe. 

Jag. How the ſeventh cauf2 ? 
ike this fellow, 

Duke Sen. 1 like him very well. 

C/o. God'ild you, Sir, 1 defire you of the like: I 
preſs in here, Sir, amongſt the reſt of the country 


Good, my lord, 


Your If is the only 
in If. 

Jag. Ts not this a rare fellow, my lord? he': 
good at any thing, and yet a tool. 

De Sen. He uſes his folly like a ſtalking horſe, 
and under the preſeatation of that he bots his 
wit. 
| Enter Hymen, Roſalind is wvemen's caths, and 

Celia, 


peace- macet: much virtue 


[ Sti!! Muſick, 
Hvym. Ther: i there mirth in heav' x, 
N ben earthly things made even 
Meds tepetber, 
Geod Duke receive thy daughter, 
A men from Heaven br gt ber, 
Tea, brought ber hi ber, 
That tb might}? Je in ber band with Þ:: 
Whiſe beart within bis been. 5 
Ref. To you 1 give myſelf, for I am yours. 
[To tbe Duke. 
To vou I give myſelf, for Jam yours. {|T: Orla. 
Dube Sen. It there be truth in fight, you are my 
daughter. 
Orla. If there be truth in fight, you are my Ro- 
ſalind. 


Phe. If fight and ſhape be true, 


copulatives, to ſwear, and to forſwear, accortin? 15 Why then my love adieu. 


marriage binds, and blood breaks: a poor virgin, 
Sir, an ill-favour'd thing, Sir, but mine own, a 


poor humour of mine, Sir, to take that no man 
Rich honey dwells like a mite», Sir, in 


eiſe will. 


a poor houſe, as your pearl in your foul oyfters, 
Duke Sen, By my faith, he is very ſwift and ſen- 
tenuous» ; l 


Reſ. I'll have no father, if you be not he; 
I'll have no huſband, if you be not he 
Nor ne'er wed woman, it you be not ſhe, 
Mn. Peace, hoa! 1 bar confuſion ; 
'Tis 1 muſt malte concluſion 

Ot theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that mult take hands, 


Ci>, According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and fuch 


well cat, he would anſwer, I ſpeak not true: this 
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To join in Rymen's bands, 
It truth holds rrue contents. . 
You and you no croſs ſhall part ; 
You and you arc heart in heart; 
You to his love muſt accord, 
Or have a woman to your lard. 
You and you are ſure together, 
As the winter to foul weather : 
Whiles a wediock hymn we ſeng, 
Feed yourlelves' with queſtioning : 
That reaſon wonder may diminiſh, 
How thus we met, and theſe things finiſh. 
0 We: 
Wedding is great Junic's crowwny 
O bleſſed bond of board ard bed! 
"Tis Hymen perples every texon. 
High eedlock then be boroured : 
Honour, high honour, and renegun, 
To Hymen, god of every ten. 
Duke Ses. On my dear niece, welcome thou art 
tome, 
Even daughter welcome, in no leſs degree. 
Phe. | will not eat my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancy to thee doth combine. 
Erter Jaques de Boys. 
Tag. de B. Let me have 2ud:cnce for a word or 
two, 
I] am the ſecond ſon of old Sit Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this fair atiembly, 
Duke Frede ick hearing how that every day 
Men of great wortn reſorted to this foren, 
Addreſs'd 2 mighty power which were on foot 
In his own conduct purpoſely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the ſword : 
And to the ſkirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
After ſome queſtion with him was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world: 
His crown bequeathing to his baniſh'd brother, 
And all their lands reftor'd ta them again 
That were with him exil'd, This to de true, 
I do engage my life. 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young man: 
Thou ofter'tt fairly to thy brother's weddiog; 
To one, his lands with-held : and to the other, 
A land itfelf at large, a potent dukedom. 
Firſt, in this foreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
That here were all begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number 
That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us 
Sdall ſhare the/good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meantime, forget this new-tali'n dignity, 
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And fall into our ruſtick revelry ; 
Play, muſick; and brides and bridegtocms all, 
With meaſure keap'd in joy, to th' meaſures fall. 
Jag. Sir, by your patience: it I head you 
rightly, 
The Duke hath put en a religious life, 
And thrown into neęlect the pompous court. 

Jag. de B. He hath, 

Jag. To him will 1: out ef theſe convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd, 

You to your former honour I bequeath ; 
Ig the Dake. 
Your patience and vour virtue well deſerve it: 
You to a love that your true faith doth merit; 
; [T. Orlando. 
You to your land and love, and great allles; 
I [Ts Oliver. 
You to a long and well deſerved bed; [ To Silv. 
And you to wrangling, fur thy loving voyage 
[To the Clown. 
Is but for two months victual'd: ſo to your plea- 
lures 5 
I am for other than for dancing meaſures. 

Duke Sen. Stay, Jaques, ſtay. 

Jag. To ſee no paſtime, I: what you would have, 
'I ftay to know at your abandon'd cave. Exit. 

Duke Sen. Proceed, procead; we will begin theſe 

rites, > 
As we do truſt they'll end, in true delights. 

Reſ. It is not the faſhion to ſee the lady the epi- 
logue, but it is no more unhandſome than to ſee 
the lord the prologue. If it be true, that good wine 
needs no buth, tis true, that a good play necds no 
epilogue, Yet to good wine they do uſe good 
buſhes ; and good plays prove the better by the help 
o good epilogues. What a caſe am I] in then, tha! 
am neither a good epilogue, nor can infinuate with 
you in the behalf of a good play? I am not fur- 
niſh'd like a beggar; therefore to beg will not be- 
come me. My way is to conjure you, and I'll be- 
gin with the women. I charge vou, O women, for 
the love you bear to men, to like as much of this 
play as pleaſes you: and I charge vou, O men, for 
the love you bear to women, (as I perceive by; our 
ſimpeting, none of you hate them) that between 
you and the women, the play may pleaſe: If I 
were a woman, i would kiſs as many of you as had 
beards that pleas'd me, complexions that hk'd me, 
and breaths that 1 defy'd not: and 1 am ſure as 
many as have good beards, or good faces, or ſweet 
breaths, will, for my king oiter, when I make 
| Excrurt «uct, 
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